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; Men! Send for This Money- 
(Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


zSZQue 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 
money in full or spare time... 
as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 
mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 
| FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 
| sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 
| and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 
| fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 
ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 
dollars to your earn- | show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 
a SS | tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 
é | —and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Add to Your 

Profits with 
Tailored Suits 

for Ladies! 
You can add many 


styled, fine quality 
made-to-measure suits orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 
advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 


and skirts for women 
Many husbands sell 
income for yourself in spare or full time. 


suits to men. their 
wives sell suits and 
skirts to women... 
and the profits roll in! 
You can too! Outfit 
contains styles, prices, 


No Experience Needed 
and simple instruc- 


, tions It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
ae need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 








\ + opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 
' you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 
YOUR W § | § fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 
this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
WITHOUT I¢ COST! the coupon today! 
. STONEFIELD CORP 532 S. Throop Street 
Our plan makes it easy for « Dept. B-964, Chicago 7, Ill. 
you to get your own personal In Canada Dept. B-964, P.O. Box 398 
suits, topcoats, and over- Write— DOUGLAS TAILORING co. Montreal . 
coats without paying lc—in on (i ina a 
} addition to your big cash i ea ae ee eee = alias 
: earnings. Think of it! Not only 
1 do Ro start you on the road to i STONEFIELD CORP., Dept. B-964 
making big money, but we also : 
} make it easy for you to get i 532 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, Ill. 
\ — own clothes —* . i et ie MONEY AMD 1 WA A SUIT TO WEAR I 
\ ing one penny. o wonder I NT 
oe a —_ a en- I AND SHOW, without paying lc for it. Rush Valuable | 
SIRSTIC LEULERS OF COSTES. i Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- I 
Just Mail Coupon i LUTELY FREE. 
You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t J Name .... ccc eeeecceccccccccccccccceccessABe socceccees i 
pay money for samples, for outfits, i 
or for your own suit under our re- RENTED cccveuetuscusuaseespevenouseousuese eove I 
markable plan. So do as other men i . Sree A Cree eT i 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us BP GN iat ce iciatc cranatee Jes sees eae ees weceee cance ae 
the coupon. ! ‘ 
—— = = eS = a a a a a a ae ae eee cee ae cee GE ~ 
In Canada Write Douglas Tailoring Co., Dept. B-964, P.O. Box 398, Montreal 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. 

ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
homes, private duty. Specialize as you like . . . infant cases, hos- 
pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 


IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
you have all the qualifications. 

DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 

IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
sional training school. 

STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 
to 60 days. 

BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return mail. 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAISSCHOOL OF NURSING 
171126 Audiforium Bldg. Chicago 5, Ill. 
samme 






Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 






Kati» 
pre 
Sew 





A BIG STEADY INCOME 
IMMEDIATELY! 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 


WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 





POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L126 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE hooklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 
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BABY’S 
NURSER 
LEAKING? 


Can't happen with Davol Nursers! 
Specially vented nipple— 
specially designed bottle and 
collar control flow, so not a 
drop can drip on baby’s bib. 
Flow can be adjusted to suit baby’s 
feeding speed. Works equally 
well with thick or thin formula. 


avon) RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2. R.1. 











For free copy of 

‘Baby Feeding Made Easier,” 
write: Davol Rubber Company, 
Dept.TA-6-17. Providence 2, R. |. 
Expecting? Please let us 

know when. 











We specialize in Rhythm and 
Blues, Religious, Popular, and 
Love songs. Send your poems 
for pin FREE examination 
and 


PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE 


MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio TN 
ARCADE BOX 2724, NASHVILLE, TENN. 


| GUARANTEE 
LONGER-LOOKING 





PS, 
CZ VIVE LA ALANANNN 


IN 3 DAYS 


—says National Champion 
Mair Stylist, Ruby Rewell 


Jlet Me Prove Your Short, Thin Hair 
Can Now Look Glamorously Longer! 


Now—ionger- ane. 
shinier hair... easy to 
swirl, curl! In new ‘ 
glamour-length hair- 
dos! Long-Aid dresses 
hair. . . conditions hair 
and scalp Uke nothing 
else. 3 wonder-working 
ingredients: Extra-rich 
lanolin relieves dry 
scalp... hair looks 
longer, softer. Long-Aid | clean-smelling. Send 
coats every hair, helps |coupon now for Long- 
keep hair from ‘‘going | Aid. Actually see and 
back.’’ Miracle K-7| feel sensational differ- 
helps relieve itching ir- | ence in your hair in 3 
ritation, keeps hair days—or money back! 
Poe ee ee a ee a 
x Lone-A1p co., Dost. Ln matt NO-RISK § 
Rush Long-Ald with M-7 i 
8 oO I enclose $1.00, plus 10c Fed. tax (cash, check 
or money order. 4 Long-Aid pays ‘a postage. 


Send C.0-D. 1 wi 1 wiman, $1.10 on de- f 
°O 8°22 Lawes 


——— 
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#1063 CROSS CUT 
Daring darling of a cocktail 
sweater. Orion tube knit fits 


. Bust cuff and 
arm bands of ribbon knit 
dusted with glistening rhine- 
sage ? Black, White, Pink, 

. Sizes 32'to 38. . $7.96 


£2203 BUDDING BEAUTY 

Glamorous creation in rayon 
satin! Detachable overskirt in 
nylon tulle has satin waist- 
band with jeweled buttons 
Wear with or without hostess 
skirt. Really two dresses in 
one! Black, Red, Turquoise 
Sizes 10 to 20 $19.98 


258 FLATTER FLARE 

The rage of Paris! Smart ne 
long torso lines, accented with 
perky mermaid flounce. Boned 
bra-fit bodice dips low in back. 
Rayon and acetate taffeta 
Aqua, Lime or Jet Black. Sizes 
10 to 18. Sale $it.98 


#762 SECOND SKIN 

Favorite of Hollywood stars 
for glamorous posing! Rich 
rayon satin with slit, slinky 
skirt. Drapes to fit and flat- 


Sizes 32 to 40 


2781 SCARLET HOUR 
Sheerest nylon, and daringly 
= robe is fabulously trim- 
with genuine maribou. 
Completety alluring, and a 
must for the glamorous bou- 
doit wardrobe. Black, Red or 
Turquoise. Sizes 10 to 20. 
$12.98 


23516 STAR BLAZE 

Choker collar explodes in peek 
a-boo star bursts dusted with 
exotic pearis and rhinestones 
in-or-out bodice fits like a 
second skin. Washable acrilan 
jersey. Black, Pink, Turquoise 
Sues 32 to 38 $7.98 


21716 BIPSY DOODLE 
All wool jersey pullover blouse 
High collar in front dips to a 
dangerous iow im back and 
ends in a self bow. True copy 
of a $25.00 creation Black, 
Beige, Corai Sizes 30 to 38 
$6.98 


96 UP AND OUT 

Nylon crepe for young, pointed 
uplift. Stitched cups give young, 
firm lines to sagging breasts 


122 

Same as =96, but in Skinner 
Satin. White or Biacn. Sizes 32 
to 38, B; 34 to 40, C-cup $3.50 


glamour gifts 






Glamorous al! wool jersey 

th. Flesh colored sheer 
yoke inserts on each shoulder 
add daring note. and a glit 
collar biazes 


You'll love this flecked sheath 
skirt with its nine tiirty pleats 


belt at pleat line. 15% nylon, 


5% woo a ' 
black with Gold. Sizes 10 to 
18 $7. 


2232 COVER GiAL 
Se simple, yet packed with 
in exciting lap-over 
bosom and cross-over skirt 
Jeweled belt adds glittering 
sorcery. Clinging = and 
crepe. Blac Gold 

White. Sizes 10 to 20" $16.98 


tes 


NW. CAHUENGA BLVD. Dept 3812 ! 
HOLLYWOOD 26, CALIF. | 


Back zipper for snug fit, plus 
two eye-catching pockets and 
slit — Buttons trim the 


ac! 
feta Black, Reo or Grey. Sizes 
0 $5.98 





redericks 


OF HOLLYWOOD 


Please send the following styles: (order by numbers) 





OO | enctese payment (J send C.0.0. No C.0.0. ne 











CRA 7Y 


Hollywood Honeys! ! 


2131 CLINGING VINE 
Ray he ed for 
Hottywood’s most glamorous 
star, this stunning sheath in 
in, 


$19.98 





222230 MAGIC TOUCH 
oe Be this stinky sheath, 
the magic touch of 

furs flattering allure! Fabu- 
ous 2-tone styling creates ut- 
toy exciting pn with 
light front enclosed by 
dark sides and beck cx that liter- 
ally eat up the inches! Italian 
cowl neck and Vv back 








Exquisite rayon and acetate 

crepe. Brown and gold. Biack 

and white. Sizes 10 to 18 
$15.98 

















#570 TROPIC ToRCH 

pay mandarin Oriental 
of apt and acetate 

py Daring vent at hem and 
in collar trimmed with 


mandar 

oriental braid. Jet Black, Chi- 
nese White, S e 4 
Sizes 5 to 15 or 10 to 18. $13.98 
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[ am a young Negro girl interested in cor- 
responding with boys and girls all over the 
world, ages 17-24. I am 16%, 5/3”. I am the 
serious type yet I have a very good sense of 
humor. I am especially interested in hearing 
from boys in service 19-26, and anyone who 
would like to receive cookies and the like as 
cooking is one of my hobbies. Will exchange 
photos and all letters will be answered. 

Betty J. Berry 
1711 N. Madison 
Wichita 14, Kans. 


| am a German girl and like colored people 

very much. I should like to correspond with 

colored teen-agers but until now I have not 

found anyone. I am 19 years of age. I have 

blonde hair and my eyes are blue. I am now 

attending college. Do you think that there will 

be an American boy or girl who would like to 
write to a German girl? 

Sigrid Boruttau 

Berlin-Wannsee 

Nibelungenstr, 19 

Germany 


| am a young man age 27, height 57”, weight 
170, complexion medium brown and I wear a 
cool mustache. I have attended Central State 
College. I also served with the famed 82nd 
Airborne Division of Fort Bragg, N. C. I have 
a °56 Lincoln convertible. I am foot-loose and 
family-free. I am from upper-state New York. 
| am here for a few months and would like to 
hear from all young ladies, age and race doesn’t 
matter. I will gladly exchange photos. 
Freddie J. Jones 
c/o Box 684 
Warsaw, N. C. 


| am a regular reader of TAN and think the 
Pen Pal session is most interesting. I'd like 
to correspond with young girls and boys of any 
age and of all races. I am 5’4%” tall, brown 
complexion, with dark brown bobbed hair, 
black eyes and I can easily take interest in 
anything. I will answer all letters received. My 
cousin, who is 18, would like to correspond 
with young men from the ages 21 to 24. Her 
name is Mary Louise Hambrick, and her ad- 

dress is the same as mine. 
Renee Phillips 


2641 S. Vineyard 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


! am very interested in corresponding with 
Pen Pals all over the United States and Ger- 
many between the ages of 16 and 21. I am 5’5”, 
weigh 125 pounds. My age is nearly 17. My 
hobbies are cooking, sewing and movies. I 
would like to correspond with girls and boys. 
! am a dark girl. I will answer all letters re- 


ceived. 
Josie Belle Jones 
Rte. 5, Box 252 
Dawson, Ga. 


| have been stationed in Korea for ten 
months and reading TAN makes my tour a 
little like home. I get lonely and would like 
to become a member of your Pen Pals club. 
| am 23 years of age, 5’11”, and have light skin. 


6 


PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 


Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I like all sports and music. I am also a Chris- 

tian. I will answer all letters regardless of 

nationality and will also exchange photos. My 
hobbies are poetry and studying politics. 

P.F.C. Theoron Elmone Jr. 

U. S. 53258992 

570th Ord. Co. (DAS) 

APO 301, San Francisco, Calif. 


Even though I have never written to Pen 
Pals before, I think it is a wonderful column. 
I am a Negro girl, age 22, 5’5” and weigh 120 
pounds, medium brown complexion, black hair. 
Measurements 32-23-34. I like sports and enjoy 
reading. I like to go to church. I like to work. 
(I work 5% days a week.) I would like to 
correspond with young men of the ages 23-28. 
They must not drink or gamble and should like 
some of the things I like. I will answer all 
letters and exchange photos. 

Katherine Spencer 
Route 4, Box 49 
Jacksonville, Texas 


I would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal club. It is so lonesome here and mail 
call means so much. I promise I will answer 
every letter with a photograph enclosed. I am 
25 years old, 5/11” tall, weight 190, have dark 
brown hair and eyes, light tan complexion and 
would like to get married if I could find the 
right girl. So please find a little space for me. 

P.F.C. G. C. Gray RA 14295235 
Co. A 728 M.P. B.N. 

APO 301 c/o P.M. 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I find your Pen Pal column most interesting 
and was quite impressed when I first saw this 
column. I am a young lady 17 years old, of 
brown complexion, 5’2” tall and weigh 110. My 
main hobbies are dancing and going to the 
movies. I also enjoy collecting foreign coins 
and do a little writing. I would be very grate- 
ful if you would help me find some foreign 
friends through the Pen Pal column of your 


wonderful magazine. 
Elizabeth Taylor 


Sligo Ville P.O. 
St. Catherine 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am hereby making a request for Pen Pals 
through the page you have so thoughtfully re- 
served. I would like to hear from girls and 
boys all over the world between the ages of 
18 to 26 years, especially guys in the service. 
My hobbies are dancing, writing and photogra- 
phy. All letters will be answered. 

Sylvia Pearman 
Glebe Road 
Devonshire West 
Bermuda 


I am a light brown-skinned Negro girl, age 
28 years old and 5/2”. I am considered attrac- 
tive and have a very pleasing personality. What 
I would like to know is: Aren’t there any fel- 
lows left between the ages of 26 and 30 who 
are not married? If so, then I would like to 
hear from them. I would prefer corresponding 
with the “nicer” type of men, who like the 


finer things in life and do not drink. 
Desiree M. Smith 
2910 Georgia Ave., N.W. 
Washington 1, D. C. 


I would like to have my name included in 
the Pen Pal column. I am 18 years old and 
would like to correspond with boys from the 
ages of 17-26. My complexion is brown. I have 
long black hair, brown eyes, weigh 120 pounds 
and am 5’2” tall. My hobbies are dancing, 
playing the piano and trumpet. Will be happy 
to exchange photos. 

Lillie Ann Brooks 


East Flat Rock, N. C. 
c/o Harold Brooks 


I have been a constant reader of your won- 
derful magazine for years, but have never writ- 
ten before. I would like to contact some of 
my old buddies of World War II. I served in 
the E.T.O. during the year of 1944 to the year 
of 1946, Company #3440th Q. M. Truck, Cap- 
tain Newman in command. If anyone who 
served in this Company during that time wishes 
to correspond with me, I will in return answer 


all letters. 
Jesse Woods 
54 Watson Street, Apt. 29 
Detroit 1, Mich. 


Wanted: Single men between ages of 24-35 
with a higher-than-average intelligence. Looks 
no problem. Purpose: to end loneliness. De- 
sire men to be in the New York area. I am 
a dark-skinned Negro woman of 24 years, 5’5” 
tall, weight 110 pounds; measurements 35-24 
35. Love to dance. Appreciate all kinds of 
music, Latin American, modern jazz and blues, 
in that order. Writing letters and short stories, 
and reading are my hobbies. Will exchange 


photos. 
Enid Lawrence 
c/o Coy 
234 McKibbin St., Brooklyn 6, N. Y. 


I am interested in writing to any lonesome 
fellows and soldiers all over the world, anyone 
between the ages of 16 and 25. All you fellows 
are welcome to write to me. I am 16, 5’2”, 
weight 130 pounds. My hair is black and I am 
of brown-skin complexion. I will answer all 
the letters. Please send picture in first letter. 

Bobby Jean Gilbert 
28709 Sumpter Road 
New Boston, Mich. 


I am a serviceman and would like to cor- 
respond with young ladies between the ages 0 
20-28. Nationality doesn’t matter. All letters 
will be answered immediately. I am 27 years 
of age, my skin is bronze color and I’m 5'8%" 
tall, weight 156 pounds. I’ve never been mar- 
ried. I like all sports, dancing and beach out- 
ings, but most of all, I prefer to go to church 
on Sundays. I love children very much. My 
greatest ambition is to have a lovely wife, kids 


and a nice home. 
Sgt. Freeman White 
RA 1423434 
573 DRO. Co. (D.S.) 
Camp Roberts, Calif. 





VMeezeeteeonrwm 


o> 


2 


etter. 
ilbert 


Mich. 











E 


“EDITOR 


NO FAVORS 


In reading “Letters To The Editor” in the 
September issue, I was very displeased by what 
a certain person had to say about mixed mar- 
riages. I am a white girl who is about to be- 
come the wife of a colored fellow, and I just 
want to say for her sake, as well as to others 
who feel as she does, that we do not think we 
are doing a favor when we marry into the 
Negro race. 

It is just like anything else, we do as our 
hearts say do. We are not living in Civil War 
days and we should all be broad-minded 
enough to realize that. 

Lee Ann Gordon 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


LESSON FOR MALES 


I am a constant reader of TAN and have 
just finished the August issue. I especially en- 
joyed “The Price Of Adultery.” I think all 
men should read that story. 

I am glad that the writer decided to be true 
to his wife and not desert his children. 

(Mrs.) Patricia Brown 
Port Clinton, Ohio 


EYE OPENER 


I have just finished reading the September 
issue of TAN. I am a constant reader of this 
fine magazine. But I have one criticism to offer 
and that is the dark pages with white print. 
It is very hard on the eyes and by reading in 
a strain, you lose the thought in the story. 

Please do not misunderstand me, as TAN is 
truly a wonderful magazine. 

Lorita Yokley 
Muskogee, Okla. 


COLOR CORRECTION 


I am writing with reference to my letter 
which was printed in the Pen Pals column of 
your September issue. I don’t know whether 
an error in it was my fault or yours but the 
printed letter states I wish to correspond with 
only girls of my own race, which is white. 
This is not true by any means. I want to cor- 
respond with girls of any race. The color of 
their skin means nothing to me. 

I do not blame anyone for not writing to me, 
once they read the letter you printed. It made 
me sound like a very prejudiced person which 
is something I try not to be. I would really 
appreciate it if you would correct this error. 

(Mrs.) Shirley Goodwin 
29 W. 11th St. 
Erie, Pa. 


HAS TAN WELL COVERED 


I read TAN from cover to cover, and I do 
want to say it is one of my favorite magazines, 
and can compare with any other in interest. 
The Home Service section always has some- 
thing new and worthwhile. The recipes are 
not only pretty to look at, but delicious when 
prepared. I always gain something from every 
issue of TAN. The articles are thought provok- 
ing. Just wish you would have more serious 
articles, and less those of a jitterbug nature. 

Mrs. William Carter 
New London, Conn. 


DIGS THIS CRAZY BOOK 


Your last issue was really the greatest yet. 
TAN stories get better and better. I really dug 
the one, “I Was Born Bad,” and the story about 
Ruth Brown, in the September issue. 

Keep up the good work! 

Janie Saunders 
Chicago, Ill. 


LIKES JOE WILLIAMS STORY 


I am a regular reader of your excellent mag- 
azine TAN, and want to thank you for your 
wonderful article on “How Joe Williams Found 
Success.” Also I want to thank you, for through 
your Pen Pals section I found two wonderful 
correspondents—one lives on the Gold Coast, 
West Africa, the other is a Jamaican. 

Paul da Silva 
Brazil, S. A. 


LIKES PEN PALS 
I have just finished reading a back issue of 
TAN, and I enjoyed it to the utmost, including 
your section entitled Pen Pals. 
Don Alonzo Trainer 
c/o Fleet P.O., N. Y., N. Y. 
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SHOULD YOUNG HUSBANDS 











HAVE 


Thousands of years ago, when a marriage proposal consisted 


simply of hitting the chosen lady over her pretty head with a 


club, it was man’s privilege to hunt, to fish, to roam field and 


stream and cave until fatigue or hunger called him to the 


home fires. Should this same male return to earth today and 


view the plight of the modern married man, he would doubt- 


less run screaming for his ancient psychiatrist. For today’s 


young husband is often required to be home within an hour 


after punching the day’s time clock, and may leave at night 


only if accompanied by his wife or a child with a photo- 


graphic memory and a loose tongue. Is it fair? 


= SYMPATHETIC Chicago psy- 

chologist held out cigarettes to the 
24-year-old newlywed sitting to his right, 
limp as a hound dog. Fingering one 
absent-mindedly, the young husband lit 
up, then inhaled long and deep. “And 
how long have you been married? asked 
the psychologist, continuing where he 
had left off. ““Not quite a year, doctor,” 
the husband replied slowly. “Then you 
must expect quarrels,” the psychologist 
said. “I know, Doc. It’s not the spats, it’s 
just that I’m tired of staying home night 
after night holding my wife’s hand.” He 
paused thoughtfully, spacing his words 
methodically. “It’s not that I don’t love 
her, but she’s fencing me in. After all, 
shouldn’t husbands have a night out once 
in a while?” 

His question summed up a problem 
common to many a young husband whose 
wife thinks the marriage contract is an 
ownership deed to his body and soul. 
Confusing her values, she ranks him 
right along with any other good old 
household appliance. He is, to be sure, 


indistinguishable from the washing ma- 
chine, toaster or waffle iron. Thus, 
stripped of human identity as either 
male or female, he is just something that 
comes with the house, the animated end 
of a ball and chain, sentenced to a life- 
time under wifie’s loving wardenship. 

Tragically, such possessiveness often 
drives a young husband head-long into 
another woman’s arms. One Washing- 
ton husband, for example, not only found 
himself a mistress, but gifted her with 
money and a sleek new convertible. Sus- 
picious of his all-too-flimsy and frequent 
excuses for absences from home, his wife 
hired a private detective to tail her rover 
boy. Stretching over weeks, the trail 
finally ended when the wife and detec- 
tive knocked on the locked door of a 
swank apartment. At first the trapped 
couple were quiet as mice licking ice. 
Then after the wife warned, “I know 
you're in there George,” a meek, female 
voice assured her that her husband was 
only “painting the place.” 

Another husband, a socially-prominent 
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A NIGHT OUT? 





She loves and trusts him. Yet she worries: 
Should she let him out of her sight? 


South Carolina doctor, found himself in 
a similar predicament. Charged by his 
wife with “playing around with the 
chicks,” the wily medic blushed as 
though caught cheating at cards, then 
hurriedly marshalled his defense. “I was 
a doctor when you married me,” he ex- 
plained patiently. “I’m still a doctor. 
Through no fault of my own, seeing 
women is an occupational hazard of doc- 
tors.” 

These husbandly sojourns from home 
might not have led to marital infidelity 
if relations with their wives had been 
based on mutual trust. But the over- 
zealous wife who greets her late-hours 
hubby with a dark, accusing look and 
asks “Who is she?” often puts ideas in 
an otherwise innocent fellow’s head. Sup- 
porting this point, psychologist Joseph 
Whitney says: “Jealousy in marriage is 
based on suspicion in husband or wife. 
When this suspicion is unfounded, it is 


manifestly neurotic. This is the most 
poignant emotional tragedy that can be- 
fall a young couple who would otherwise 
be happy in their marital relationship.” 

Happiness would also come when 
wives realize that there are perfectly 
good reasons why a husband should have 
a night out. For the ironic fact is that 
there are certain masculine yearnings 
which a wife can’t satisfy simply because 
she is a woman. To the sports-minded 
husband, for instance, a wife is a poor 
substitute for a night of bowling or a 
visit to the local boxing arena. And the 
long-hairish husband, avidly interested 
in a world of ideas, often cannot find 
in his wife the mental stimulation of a 
lecture or great books forum. While it 
may be argued that husbands should 
share experiences with wives, there is the 
gregarious-type husband who needs the 
fellowship of his cronies at a local pub 
to swap the sort of talk unique to males. 

Perhaps the most misunderstood hus- 
band is the type who staggers home from 
a hard day’s work at office or factory. 
Though his task is done, his brain can- 
not be switched off like a machine. Fid- 
geting, fuming and fretting, he can 
neither sit still for 30 minutes nor dis- 
charge tension. Still weighed down un- 
der the day’s pressures, he must be psy- 
chologically decompressed to bring him 
gently to a slower tempo. Often his wife 
is inadvertently an additional burden as 
she sympathetically bills and coos over 
him. What he really needs, says Missouri 
psychologist Nathan Kohn, is at least one 
long, lost weekend every month. Just a 
blank weekend—not lost by drinking, 
but simply lost from everyone. 

But still there is that devoted sort of 
woman who would balk at a lost week- 
end, who wants her husband near her 
constantly simply because she loves him 
tenaciously. Hoarding him like a pre- 


‘ ; 
woman’s heritage. 


cious treasure, she tries desperately to 
gain in a few evening moments of to- 
getherness what she has lost in eight 
hours of separation. However, if such a 
wife shows her husband she doesn’t mind 
his spending an occasional evening away 
from her, he may, in fact, try extra hard 
to spend more time with her. For many 
a male will admit that casual safaris into 
the poker game and bowling alley jungles 
only whet his appetite for the home fires, 
the house slippers, pipe and a warm sup- 
per between his ribs. Brief absence, in 
fact, makes the heart grow fonder, as 
many husbands find that there is noth- 
ing a night-out-with-the-boys can offer 
to match the warmth and affection of a 
loving woman at home. But a man likes 
to have the privilege even when he has no 
desire to practice it. He is lord of the 
manor, and he likes to think that his wife 
thinks of him as such, although there are 
a few examples to the contrary where the 
husband, having had the nerve removed 
during courtship or the early stages of 
marriage, is now a docile, housebroken 
animal. When his wife snaps, he jumps. 
When she barks, he cringes lest she bite. 
When she says “No!” he believes that she 
means it, and acts accordingly. 

Generally, though, most women like 
men who are a wee bit contrary. This 
perhaps explains why so many women 
like the wolf type. For a woman wants 
to know whether she is married to a man 
or mouse, male or mat; whether he is, or 
is not, content to be a combination 
waiter, chauffeur, escort, redcap, and 
diaper changer. More often than not, she 
is willing to grant him occasional 
snatches of freedom. 

And the lucky husband, so privileged, 
might well remember that turnabout is 
fair play. Digesting the week’s gossip 
over a late evening bridge game is a 
THE END 
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REMOVE THAT MASK of dull, dark skin 
and give romance a chance! 


[*s a shame how often a poor com- 

plexion cheats a girl out of fun 
and affection. To be loved—to be 
lovely—do as so many beautiful 
women do. Use NapDINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream! 


Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 


Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 





Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 
75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 





Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 


NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 


So get NapINoLaA right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar of Nadinola 
will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 











PUETRY 


Love Defined 
Love is a fad, a thing of fashion 
Love is real, a curse of passion 


Love is the magic of a starlit sky 
Love is a rocket that whizzes by 


Love is the beauty of a mating 
song 

Love is the wail of a gal done 
wrong 


Love is a whippoorwill in the night 
Love is the fire that makes the light 


Love is the storm on a windswept 
sea 
Love is just for you and me 


—J. K. Hart 


Damaged Goods 
The lies you told came back to me 
And so, at last, I’m cured, I’m free, 
And all your subtle sophistry 
Stirs up no loving heat in me. 


Your arms become a hateful jail, 
Your kisses only make me quail. 
Go ply your art on a new female— 
This one’s ringing up “No Sale!” 

—Florance Williams 


Winter Proposal 
We walked together, hand in hand 
Down through a_ snow-kissed 
lane, 
The world was tinsel, a fairy hand 
Had etched each window pane. 


We had walked together in summer 
and fall 
Admiring the changing view, 
But winter had power beyond them 
all 


To make my dreams come true. 


For the Christmas bells began to 
chime 
In the village far below 
When you kissed me for the very 
first time 
And proposed in the snow. 
—Vera Dolores Bromley 
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Echo 
| said your name out loud, then 
turned 
To see if someone heard; 
But a broken heart that’s newly 
spurned 
Speaks a silent, lonely word. 
—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 


Declaration 
Don’t send me gifts 
By Santa Claus 
Or think such things 
Can plead your cause 
(No silks and laces 
Thin as mist, 
Shimmering baubles 
Diamond-kissed, 
Spangled velvet, 
Silver fur, 
Perfume with 
A restless stir) 
I want something really smart, 
Something special 
—Like your heart. 

—Gladys Martin 


Waste 


| brought you a star 
And the pale white moon, 
But you cast them away, 
And they died so soon. 


I brought you a song, 
That the fairies sing, 
But you would not hearken 





So sweet a thing. 


| brought you a dream, 
That I kept apart 
For my love, but you laughed 
And broke my heart. 
—Edgar Daniel Kramer 


Yuletide Thought 
Old Santa has no wolfish traits 
Unless it’s just a pose, 
For surely he’s the only male 
In quest of non-filled hose. 


—Robert H. Price 
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Lucky you! Now you can have all the money you need—$50.00, $100.00, 
$200.00 and even more—as the respected and welcomed Lucky Heart 
Representative in your neighborhood! All you do is call on your friends in 
your spare or full time, and take their big orders for famous Lucky Heart 
Products, needed and used daily in every Tone. 
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Easy syttem helps prevent dry 
cracking conditions. Write for 
FREE Preused Hair System. \ 
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Send A Copy 


lo Your Friends 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


[-] If possible send the December issue. 
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By Margo Hughes 


OVIE ACTOR Kirk Douglas caught young singer Johnny Mathias’ performance 
at a New York night club and signed him on the spot for his next picture, 
Johnny will sing the background theme, which is being written especially for him. 


He will also appear on screen. 


Versatile stage and screen star William 
Marshall temporarily left his New York 
radio program to confer with Hollywood 
Universal-International Studios regarding 
their plans for filming Emperor Jones. 
The handsome Mr. Marshall is the No. 1 
possibility for the title role. 


Increase in the student body of New York’s New 
School for Social Research due to a new series of 
classes on modern jazz. Most popular professor is 
none other than Louis (Satchmo) Armstrong, whose 
non-technical discussions allow everybody to get in 
the act and a real good time is had by all. Even the 
“cool school” students are digging jelly-roll blues 
when Satch gets through. 


Benny Davis, producer of the old Cot- 
ton Club Revue (Lena Horne is his most 
famous graduate ) is looking for new faces 
for a modernized version of the Cotton 
Club, which he plans to open in Miami 
Beach on the site of the once fabulous 
Beachcomber. Cab Calloway has been 
inked to provide the downbeat. 


China Doll, a shake-dancer of some note, has dis- 
tributed her G-strings to as many of her rivals in the 
business as there were strings to go around. The Doll 
is preparing for a new career and has settled down to 
a routine of dramatic and vocal lessons at New York’s 
Hunter College. 


The Count Basie Orchestra’s Euro- 
pean tour was obviously chock full of 
pera exciting and un- 
2 expected experi- 
ences. Joe Wil- 
liams was 80 
excited about his 
first trip abroad 
that he was on the 
plane hours be- 
fore the scheduled 
departure; Joe 

aad ‘ Newman missed 
Ethel Waters (Continued on Page 70) 
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OHN LEWIS, a brilliant pianist and 
giant force in the modern jazz move- 
ment, created the melodies for one of the 
most listenable albums of contemporary 
music ever recorded. A Norgran LP 
simply labeled Modern Jazz Society, the 
work is an easy to take amalgam of jazz 
and classical forms that has the bearded 
Lewis directing a progressive-styled 
band on five new compositions (Mid- 
Sommer, Little David’s Fugue, The 
Queen’s Fancy, Django and Sun Dance). 
All refreshingly original, the tunes lend 
stature to Lewis as a composer. He ap- 
pears to be as imaginative in his compos- 
ing as he is talented in his piano playing. 
As a musician, Lewis is perhaps best 
known as the guiding light of the “cool- 
sounding” Modern Jazz Quartet (others 
in the group being vibist Milt Jackson, 
bassist Percy Heath and drummer Con- 
nie Kay). Lewis is musical director and 
chief writer for the MJQ. 
Commissioned to compose for the 
Norgran Album by Norman Granz, 
owner of the label, Lewis had his music 
recorded by some musicians who are 
prominent in today’s progressive move 
to widen the scope of jazz. Besides Lewis 
himself and MJQ’ers Heath and Kay, the 
cast included: Stan Getz, Lucky Thomp- 
son and Aaron Sachs, tenor sax; Tony 






James Goodrich 





Scott, clarinet; J. J. Johnson, trombone; 
James Politis, flute; Manuel Zegler, bas- 
soon; Gunther Schuller, French horn, 
and Janet Putnam, harpist. An array 
of capable musicians, each of them 
proved superb in reading the lyrical 
lines of the Lewis compositions. 

Lewis employed classical figures like 
the fugue and rondo in writing his works 
but he never strayed too far away from 
the basic idea of jazz in any one of the 
efforts. Result: the writing comes off as 
jazz that should make sense to just about 
everybody. 

Listening to a Lewis composition, one 
can follow the pattern of structural de- 
velopment without being confused along 
the course by a jungle of harmonics, 
dynamics or rhythmic variations. More- 
over, his music does not strike the ear as 
being merely a sounding board for show- 
off musicians—as is the case with a lot 
of progressive jazz—but rather it seems 
to be pitched to say something specific. 
It should go a long way towards making 
modern jazz more acceptable to the 
public. 

Lewis’ music fits ideally into the 
scheme of what the modern idiom is 
generally pictured as standing for. 
“Progressive jazz,” as one of its most 
respected ex- (Continued on Page 75) 
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Tears poured down my cheeks 
in torrents ... “My husband! 
My husband!” I screamed. 





+ See ae FOI mig be ten * 


ETECTIVE MARTIN was hanging 
halfway out the window with a gun 
in his hand. The living room was in a 
shambles. “Stop! Stop, Owens, or Ill 
shoot,” the detective roared. The big gun 
jumped in his hand. The bark was deaf- 
ening. I froze in terror. He was shoot- 
ing at my husband. 
There was the sound of a racing car. 
Detective Martin ran out. 


events raced through my mind, I kept 
telling myself I was no bigamist. I re- 
coiled at the very thought of bigamy for 
that would have made my honeymoon— 
the most beautiful days of my life— 
illicit. 

My wedding to Mark was a happy af- 
fair. It had been big and heavy with 
flowers and full of the usual tears and 
very correct and solemn. Mark and | 


A part of my life had been put behind me, 


as though closed tightly in a dark room. But 


now that past was catching up with me fast, 


threatening to blot out the only real happi- 


ness that I had ever known. 


My own voice, rising in the shriek of 
hysterics, broke the silence of the small 
room, cut knife-like into the blue acrid 
haze of gunsmoke. “Mark! Mark! 
Where are you,” I cried out as I stum- 
bled about through overturned furniture 
and broken lamps. I hesitated at the 
sight of a leg jutting out from behind the 
sofa; then rushed to Mark’s side. He was 
limp and cold. I raised his head. My 
hand felt warm and moist. It was blood! 

Tears poured down my cheeks in tor- 
rents. Mark was dead! “My husband, 
my husband,” I screamed. “Mark, dar- 
ling! Dead! All because of me!” 

In the scant few minutes before curi- 
ous neighbors began to pour into the 
room, the whole crazy-quilt of my life 
passed before me. It was like a home 
movie when the reel has slipped off the 
cogs. Swift, flickering patterns of events 
shot before my eyes. 

A detective was screaming and shoot- 
ing at my husband out in the streets; 
yet I also held the limp body of my hus- 
band in my arms. It was all very mud- 
dled; yet quite clear. I simply had one 
husband too many. 

But as each fleeting series of past 


had wanted to do it small and informal 
—even just a justice of the peace, but 
we consented to do it “the right way” to 
satisfy our parents. 

We got married because we were crazy 
in love. Our hearts were light and gay 
and we saw humor in things that made 
others sad. When the preacher reached 
that part in the ceremony where he 
asked “Do you Matilda Hughes take this 
man. . . .” I saw Mark’s eyes shifting 
and a devilish smile on his face. He was 
making believe that he had never heard 
the name before and was looking around 
to see who the preacher meant. Mark 
had never called me anything but Tillie. 

And, I recalled that I had put on pretty 
much the same act when the preacher 
referred to Mark as Martman Fischer. 

Aside from the happiness and flowers 
and tears and correctness of the wedding, 
there had been something else about it 
that made me glow with pride. This was 
an honest wedding, I kept reminding 
myself. I was ecstatically happy because 
it was an honest wedding though I felt 
at the time that it needn’t have been. I 
felt that I could have kept my secret until 


after the cere- (Continued on Page 58 ) 
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I whispered. 


” 


, Johnny, 


“Pm yours 
“I’m yours, right now and forever. 





” 


ee 
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love. 


I had money and I had success, but I didn’t have 
That was something that only Johnny 


could give me. But I wanted it on my own 


terms; I wanted it to be a cash-and-carry 


marriage. I hadn’t considered Johnny’s feelings. 


HEN JOHNNY walked out on me, there were a lot of 

folk in this town who were as spitefully happy as a bunch 
of school kids watching a cranky old teacher chasing her hat 
down the road. And they had every right to be. Because, 
when I was sitting on top of the universe, I lorded it over 
everyone in sight and tried my best to make them feel like 
dirt under my feet. 

But my world fell apart that summer day a year ago when 
the very glory of the golden sun streaming through my window 
and the parade of arm-hooked couples passing by were bitter 
sights to my tear-filled eyes and brought pain to my aching 
heart. 

I was alone in the home where Johnny and I had been so 
happy. The radio was on full blast in the living room as I sat 
at the window. It had been on for hours, playing to itself. I 
didn’t even hear the voices or the music. 

The only thing I heard, echoing shatteringly, bouncing 
against the walls and off again, were the shocking words of 
Johnny’s sudden outburst. 

“You can buy Cadillacs and mink coats and jewelry,” he 
had shouted. “You can buy summer estates and Bermuda va- 
cations and a phony place in phony society. But you can’t 
buy love, Junior. At least, you can’t buy mine. But you don’t 
believe me. You’re too selfish and shallow and insecure to 
believe me. That’s why I’m leaving (Continued on Page 51 ) 





When the American Army marched off to war 15 years ago, 
its blood enemies were the Japanese. But the war’s end 


brought a new call to arms, as American GIs and doe-eyed 
Nippons married by the thousands. Japanese women, the 
worldly-wise GIs said, make better wives. Do they really? 







Do 
JAPANESE 


WO M ~ 
Make 
better 


Wives? 





Typical of Japanese women who became 
brides of American soldiers is Teruko Shi- 
mizu Miller, who had to learn U. S. customs. 


—— cis 
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Like many mixed couples, James Miller 
and his bride, Teruko, learned that mar- 
riage meant sharing many lonely hours. 


HORTLY AFTER the atomic bomb 

left Hiroshima and Nagasaki gaunt 
and stark, and filled Japanese skies with 
billowing smoke miles high, one of the 
greatest phenomena in all history began 
tounfold. The khaki-clad American men 
of war and their successors in peace fell 
in love with half of their conquered ene- 
mies, and in less than 10 years married 
more Japanese women than the combined 
total of American-Japanese since the Pil- 
grims landed at Plymouth Rock. 

Prior to 1954, Negroes accounted for 
1,690 of the then 13,000 official mar- 
riages and an estimated 4,000 tan yanks 
had been united in Japanese-officiated 
(Shinto) marriages, unrecognized by 
American authorities. Moreover, another 
5,000 Negro applicants were refused per- 
mission to enter the matrimonial state 
with the kimono-wearing beauties. 

Meanwhile, back in the States, an 
army-and-a-half of jilted beige belles and 
their sympathizers wanted to know what 
the almond-eyed Orientals had that teas- 
ing-tan American girls didn’t have in 
greater quantity and better quality. In 
short, they wondered: Do Japanese wom- 
en really make better wives? 

One naked fact confronting the pen- 
sive American girls is that in 1950 alone, 
385,144. of America’s 37,000,000 mar- 
tied couples cancelled their vows in di- 
vorce while only 12,764 of Japan’s 15,- 
000,000 couples did likewise. This meant 
that for every divorce in the land of the 
rising sun, there were eight in the home 
of the brave. The sex-wise late Dr. Al- 








Serving husband coffee, which she dislikes, Teruko exhibits new mastery of American 


cookery. Learning was a slow process, involving a Japanese-American cookbook, lessons 
from her husband, and a long infatuation with potatoes, which she had never tasted before. 


fred W. Kinsey reported that two-thirds, 
or six out of every nine, American di- 
vorces were caused by sex difficulties. 

One GI previously stationed in Japan, 
said: “Japanese women are not told that 
sex is a nasty business that men insist 
on, and they don’t feel martyred when 
they practice it either.” Still another ex- 
GI compared the American tan and Jap- 
anese lotus-blossom variety thusly: “Jap- 
anese chicks worry about whether or not 
they are satisfying you; American girls 
worry about whether or not you’re grate- 
ful for what you’re getting.” 

Albert Ellis, a doctor of philosophy, 
declares in his book, The American Sex- 
ual Tragedy, that courtship in this coun- 
try is a sex tease. First, he says, the 
American woman tries to make herself 
sexually desirable but approachable only 
in legal marriage. Second, he continues, 
she uses sex as a bait and thinks of it 
as a special deal. If she gives in too 
easily to sex pleasure, she loses her fa- 
vorite man-conquering weapon. So she 
keeps sex on a special plane, and rations 
it out only undes unusual circumstances. 

A poll of divorced American males 
who later married rice-eating babes from 
the Isles of Nippon were unanimous in 
their opinion that Japanese girls do make 
better wives. One happy husband pointed 
out that no Japanese wife would dream 
of asking her husband to help her with 
the dishes or mind the kids while she 
takes in a movie. Instead of running 
around to outside activities, he con- 
tinued, the Japanese wife spends her time 


making her home comfortable for hus- 
band and family. 

One pollster philosophized that Japa- 
nese women possess poise, self-control 
and patient endurance. She believes, he 
said, that happiness comes through for- 
getting self, through service to others. 

The fact that the average Japanese 
wife thinks “only what I think my hus- 
band wants me to think” or that the 
peach-hued women feel that their emo- 
tions should parallel that of their hus- 
bands is a condition that many Ameri- 
can men have found appealing. Ex- 
plained one husband: “When my Japa- 
nese wife greets me at day’s end on 
bended knee, prepares and gives me a 
bath, shines my shoes and is too polite 
to ask me where I’m going when I leave 
the house at midnight or when I’m com- 
ing back, Man, that’s a hundred times 
better than an American wife who sleeps 
with her: fist balled up, enforces her 

wishes with a rolling pin and who con- 
stantly nags, begs and hollers.” 

“Japanese women are obedient,” in- 
sists another veteran of the far east com- 
mand. “If you tell her to meet you some- 
place at six o’clock, she'll be there rain 
or shine. And another thing, they don’t 
ask you why when you tell them to do 
something.” 

The conduct of Japanese women is far 
from that of their American sisters, due 
to their background and native culture, 
which is vastly different from the Amer- 
ican. One of the big differences is that 
in Japan, the man is elevated to a pedes- 
19 
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ilthough James helps her with dishes, a 


thing that would never happen in Japan, 
Teruko says he is “still master of the house.” 


en. 
oe hagt onary 


Sayoko Nakado Smith, wife of Florida-born Bruce Smith, says she thinks “only what | 


think Bruce wants me to think.” This attitude is typical of Japanese women, born and 
reared in a land where the male’s superiority is unchallenged, his desire a command. 


Trained for marriage from birth, Japanese 


woman has the edge over her American sister, 


who ofttimes is conditioned to competing with 


males for everything from a seat on a bus to a job. 


tal, and from the time Japanese women 
re born they are taught to respect and 
evere men. In the home the Japanese 
rl from the time she reaches the age 
reason is taught to be a wife and 
nother. Much time is spent on floral ar- 
ngement, tea ceremony, musical instru- 
sent lessons and singing to entertain her 
husband. 
Prior to the American conquest of 
pan, women in that country had few 
ghts. On November 3, 1946, the Amer- 
in Military Government under Gen. 
MacArthur sponsored “The 
w Constitution,” which reversed more 
an 3,000 years of history and tradition 
the relationships of Japanese men and 


uglas 
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men, making them equals in law, if 
t in practice. 
Months earlier Japanese women voted 


But what has been 


stom for centuries can not fully be 


the first time. 


hanged in 10 years and Japanese men 

rather enjoyed their accepted supe- 
rity do not give it up easily. 

Most of the women who married GIs 

e products of the pre-MacArthur train- 





ing period. ‘Ihe concept of male super- 
iority was further impressed where most 
girls went to girls’ schools, while Ameri- 
can public schools are all co-educational. 
The Japanese woman knew she’d have no 
say in her choice of marriage and ac- 
cepted completely the husband gained 
through family negotiation. If after mar- 
riage she had wanted a divorce, it could 
-only come about with the consent of the 
family council, legally consisting of the 
close relatives of the family who held the 
absolute power to decide the matter. 
Should she have gained her freedom, she 
could never marry again. Her husband 
was lord and master. 

Too, on the big American bugaboo 
sex, Japanese girls were taught about the 
birds and bees as impersonally as their 
ABCs. They didn’t learn about it in 
back alleys or discuss it in whispers or 
dark corners. Hence the broad-minded 
ladies even accepted the fact that man is 
a Polygamous animal who like the bee 
will draw nectar from several flowers. 

If from this background Japanese 
women make better wives to American 


men, it might also be said that American 
men make better husbands to Japanese 
girls than do Japanese men. For many 
married Japanese women have never 
known the thrill of a kiss because many 
Japanese men don’t practice it. 

Many Japanese girls admittedly were 
attracted to American men because of 
their larger physical stature, their tender- 
ness and display of affection. They were 
not accustomed to being taken by the 
arm when crossing the street, having 
doors opened for them and the American 
sort of gallantry. Having had some 
choice in the matter of husbands, and a 
natural aversion to divorce is one strong 
reason for their compatibility with their 
American spouses. 

One Japanese girl stated that she was 
18-years-old before she heard of the Jap- 
anese word for divorce, and then she was 
told it was a bad word. 

Many Japanese wives of American 
men prepared themselves for U. S. life 
in bride schools prior to coming to 
America. In Japan they studied Ameri- 
can customs in Red Cross sponsored 
courses and American cooking so that 
they could fit in to the new pattern of 
things. 

Upon arrival here, many were hurt be- 
cause friends and relatives of their hus- 
bands were at times hostile and cold to 
them. But in Japanese fashion they sto- 
ically endure the rebuff and loneliness 
without complaint. Said one wife: “If 
my husband is happy, then I am happy.” 
In the schools they learned that all Amer- 
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Preparing salads, Japanese women learn the 


St 


wide range of American dishes at a bri 


oat ee m2 = = 
de’s school in Tokyo. Some 2,000 Oriental 


women are enrolled in such schools, learning everything from how to use a pressure cooker to American rules of etiquette and 
dress. Such a desire to please her man, American males say, accounts for the Japanese woman’s superiority as a loving spouse. 


icans are not rich and any Hollywood 
notions had been completely debunked 
by the time they were married, having 
also been wisely counseled by military 
chaplains. 

From their Negro husbands, they 
learned that they would be coming home 
to live in second-class citizenship, segre- 
gated and discriminated against in some 
places because the husband was a Negro. 
They knew also that a color line would 
be drawn between Japanese brides of 
white soldiers and themselves in their 
new homeland. They were warned that 
American Niseis would not take to them 
either. In spite of the trip to their new 
homes, the majority of which were made 
alone and without a good command of 
the English language, the girls came. 
One husband, considering the vast prob- 
lems his wife had encountered, asked an 
interviewer: “Do you honestly believe 
my wife thinks I’m anything but the 
greatest ?” 

Doubtlessly, the happily married 
American husband of a Japanese wife, 
if asked his opinion, will say that for 
him, the Japanese woman makes a better 
wife. And conversely there is little doubt 
that a happily married American hus- 
band of an American wife will say that 
for him, the American woman makes a 
better wife. 

But the tan females might take a lesson 
from the Japanese in the treatment of 
their men as a key to marital success. 
A few rules: 

Don’t think of your marriage as a so- 


cial success that ended when you hooked 
your man. He still likes to see you as 
well-groomed as when you were courting. 

Don’t make him feel you’re doing him 
a big favor sex-wise. Remember, sex life 
between the married couple involves mu- 
tual contribution. 

Don’t make his day off an excuse to 
go out and leave him with the kids. 

Don’t spend more than he earns. 

Don’t keep a dirty house; nothing is 
more dreadful to the average male. 

Don’t start nagging as soon as he hits 
the door, chances are he had a rough 
day, too. 

Don’t tell him about the guy you could 
have married. He'll wonder if it wouldn’t 
have been better if you had. 

Don’t constantly criticize his short- 
comings. You probably knew them be- 
fore you married him. 

Don’t try to make him over. You can’t 
do it. 

Do \et him wear the pants in the house. 
Remember you vowed to honor and 
obey. 

Do make him feel important, make 
him feel needed. 

Do see your doctor if you think you 
have any guilty feelings about marital 
sex relations. 

Do let him have a night out. He had 
friends before he met you. 

Do discuss problems in an intelligent 
and adult manner. Running away from 
them won’t end them. 

Do, if mutually considered best, take 
separate vacations. 


Do show you trust him. Introduce him 
to your girl friends without fear he will 
run amuck. 

Do tell him you love him and show a 
little affection. 

Do your best to make your marriage a 
happy one. 

The American woman, of course, finds 
herself in a curious position. Having 
fought to gain her independence, she 
must now compete in a vigorous society 
for everything from a seat on the bus 
to a desk at the office. She is, naturally, 
unwilling to admit to any hint of male 
superiority, as does her Japanese sister, 
but she must nevertheless maintain a 
certain degree of femininity if she is to 
remain attractive to men at all. Her 
problem, then, is to tread a narrow line, 
exercising her long-sought liberties on 
the one hand, and keeping to the sub- 
dued role of the weaker sex on the other. 

Since most American men would pre- 
fer marrying into their own society 
rather than chance the problems that a 
mixed marriage sometimes brings, the 
American woman has an advantage over 
her Japanese counterpart, and by wisely 
studying the do’s and don’ts of happy 
marital relations, she should be able to 
overcome the competitive qualities of 
foreign brides. 

The American female may fiercely 
deny that any other woman makes a bet- 
ter wife, but she can hardly keep from 
admitting that she can learn a trick or 
two from the Japanese. 


THE END 
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\ label on a bottle tells you if it’s poison, or a road sign lets 
you know there’s danger ahead. But nobody really warns 
ou about girls; not the things a fellow needs to know. 


‘hee OUGHT TO BE SOMETHING to warn a guy about girls. Maybe big 
square and round and eight-cornered and diamond-shaped signs, like they have 
ng the highway to tell you to slow down or stop or watch out for trains—or be- 
e of dangerous curves ahead. Those dangerous curves, that’s what a guy has 
look out for. 

Something ought to warn a guy, the right way I mean. Oh sure, you hear all 
ut the good life in Sunday School, and maybe you’ve got an old man railing at 
1 all the time about “Be careful,” and “Don’t bring disgrace upon this house” 
| all that kind of jazz. But what a guy really needs is somebody to sit down and 
k to him, man to man-like. You know, tell him all the little tricks girls use on boys. 
f somebody had told me, I wouldn’t have gotten into this awful mess. 

Jh, I thought I knew a few things, sure. A guy doesn’t live in this big, wide 
ld for seventeen long years and 

learn anything. Sure I knew 

e was a difference between boys 

girls. The old “sticks and 

s and puppy dog tails,” and 


gar and spice and everything 


difference, remember? And , 
ad heard about Adam and Eve 
the Garden of Eden and the 


eut and the apple, too. But if 
ody had told me that I, ole 


ge Henderson, was dumb like 
m, or that cute little Marilyn 
dish was another Eve, or that a 


old sofa in a damp basement 
ld be like the Garden of Eden, 
hat the legendary apple was 
well, how can a guy figure A B 
ill those things for himself? 
ially when everything hap- 
so fast. 
laybe I’d better go back to the 
ning. It'll make more sense 
the first place, I had never 
n too interested in girls. I mean, 
I was a little kid and all, and 
1 some of the fellows would 
ligging for worms and catching 
ind things, all the silly girls would do is run and scream and talk about play- 
oll house and all that kind of juvenile stuff. They didn’t want to wade for 
ish or seine up tadpoles after a big rain or anything. So what good were girls? 
course, when I got a little older I began to notice that girls were starting to 
lifferent, bulging out in funny places under their dresses. Naturally, none of 
were looking like some of those magazine pictures I’ve seen of Eartha Kitt 
rothy Dandridge in those tight gowns. I mean, golly, I didn’t see how they 
ever make a girl to look like that. But then, I had more important things on 
ind than girls; things like football and baseball and the track team. Real, 
t-to-goodness important stuff like that. 
sides, my old man had given me to understand that girls were the work of the 
levil himself, all full of evil and everything. I don’t know what made Pop 
1at, except maybe, well—maybe I shouldn’t say it, but I think he was trying 
vince himself. 


see, Pop was a God-fearing man who worked hard (Continued on Page 72 ) 











- wl? —_ a _* NA ~ ‘ — a 9 tee 


APEC 


“1 could hardly feel my feet touch the floor. He 
probably wasn’t an expert dancer, but it had been 
so long ... it seemed like a perfect dream.” 
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SLAMMED MY BEDROOM DOOR as hard as I could, fighting hard to 

choke back the angry tears of self-pity and resentment. The sound of the 
door seemed to echo mockingly all my frustration and disappointments. 
Then I heard the familiar ring of my mother’s bedside bell and I wondered 
how long I would be chained to her, as she was to a sickbed of incurable 
illness! 

For nearly five years, ever since Daddy died, I had been supporting my 
invalid mother who had been paralyzed for almost fifteen years. Mother 
had her ups and downs, like most sick people, but everyday she was faced 
with the fact that another stroke would end her life. 

And although I loved my mother very much and my whole life revolved 
around her, I couldn’t help feeling how dull and lonely my own life was, 
burdened down with an invalid mother. How wonderful, I thought, to be 
able to start a new life, free of illness and debts! 

The bell was still ringing, louder now as I opened my door and walked into 
Mother’s room, which smelled of cheap perfume and left-over dinner odors 
that lingered in the stale air. Even the dull light which glowed in the shabby 
room didn’t hide the lines of pain on my mother’s face. How white her 
hair had suddenly become since that last terrible stroke she had in May! 
Helplessly, she held out her hands for me to hold. 

I pulled the old, battered rocker away from the window and sat close 
to her bed. The early evening winter twilight had erased the little light 
which came through the window. I turned on her bed lamp and waited 
for her to speak. 

“I'd like for you to read to me now, Lois,” Mother said with a note of 
finality in her voice. 

This was her way of saying that she wanted to hear no more talk about 
my going to the Christmas office party tonight. All week, ever since I had 
first mentioned it to her, she had been irritable (Continued on Page 62 ) 








PARTY GIRL 


For five years I had been burdened with an invalid 
mother and soaring bills. It was time I had some fun. 
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A long-time career woman tells a tender 
story of her marriage to Joe Louis, once 


one of nation’s most famed bachelors. 


IS SUILL Ti 
CHAMP T0 ME 


By 
ROSE MORGAN LOUIS 


Romance first blossomed for Rose and Joe at 
Las Vegas in the spring of 1955, when Joe was 
host at the new $3 million Moulin Rouge Hotel. 


larriage took place at high noon on Christmas day in the plush St. Albans, New York An attentive husband, Joe never fails to 
of Rose Morgan before 125 close friends and relatives. Explained tight-lipped compliment his wife on her looks when 
uter of how he proposed: “I asked her and she said yes. That was all there was to it.” they are going out for an evening of fun. 





XPERTS IN SPORTS can tell you 
what it takes to make a champion. 
They see special things in young, hope- 
ful athletes which indicate to them their 
physical stamina and also that extra 
something that is necessary for reaching 
the top. Joe Louis was such a champion. 
Women are experts, too, in judging the 
kind of men they most admire and can 
love. In a woman’s book of rules, a man 
must have that extra something that 
makes him her champ. That’s why, for 
me, Joe can never lose his title. 

For several years before Joe and I 
were married, I had been what the news- 
papers call a “bachelor girl.” Having 
tried marriage once when I was very 
young and been disappointed in it, all of 
my energies and thoughts were chan- 
neled into a business that would survive 
and grow from generation to generation 
and not be forgotten. 

From the beginning when I first began 
to know Joe, he made it plain that I 
might be Rose Morgan, businesswoman, 
to others, but to him I was simply Rose, 
woman, with no business tag attached. I 
loved that attitude from the start. 

His ease, calmness and sense of humor 
were important qualities which drew me 
to him from the time we first met. And 
since our marriage these things have 
grown even dearer to me. 

Joe’s quietness comes, it seems to me, 
from a sense of peace within himself, an 
acceptance of life and a willingness to 
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meet it head-on. He is not fearful, he 
has a deep awareness of his worth and a 
humbleness that is never apologetic. He 
is a man who respects himself and, there- 
fore, finds it easy to respect other people. 

Because I had to depend on myself 
alone for so many years, it is wonderful 
now to have someone to really relax and 
be at home with, to talk with about the 
problems and the successes each day 
brings. Joe offers me all of these things, 
and I sincerely hope that I give them all 
to him in return. 

The so-called “dead pan” expression 
people often attribute to Joe doesn’t fit 
him, I think. I tease him and say that he 
started to grin the day that we were 
married and that he hasn’t gotten out of 
the habit yet. But smile or not, his sense 
of humor is known to all of his friends. 
He has a dry wit that he uses when you 
have crawled out on a limb and put 
yourself in a position for him to saw it 
off behind you. A few weeks ago he did 
just this to me. I was wearing a blue- 
white beaver coat which Joe thought was 
a costly investment and which a ‘friend 
of ours admired. Our friend jokingly 
said that when I had finished with the 
coat I should remember to give it to her. 
Joe deflated my ego immediately by say- 
ing; “When she gets finished wearing 
that piece of fur it'll be cut down to a 
hat.” What are you going to do with a 
man like that? 

For all of his joking about my in- 
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terest in clothes, Joe notices what I wear 
and never fails to tell me that I look 
good when we are going out. This is a 
sure-fire cure for circles under the eyes 
or a case of jitters about the color of a 
dress I’m wearing for the first time. 

Because I know that he is aware of the 
way I look, I strive to be as attractive in 
my dress and makeup as possible to 
please him. He has me on my toes as to 
my appearance, and because he does; 
there is a joy in caring for myself be- 
cause I know that he cares. 

Though we go our separate ways in 
the morning, he to his office and I to 
my salon, we manage nearly always to 
be together for dinner at home. I find 
myself hurrying so that I can have a 
good meal ready and still have time to 
change into something attractive and 
comfortable, with my hair carefully 
combed and lipstick freshened. 

Dinner is an important meal to us. In 
the morning, juice, toast and a hard 
boiled egg keep both of us at the proper 
weight level. But dinner is a leisurely 
meal, where we often have an oppor- 
tunity to entertain a friend or two. I do 
the cooking and Joe does the carving 
and serving. We share the work and 
the enjoyment of eating together. 

Through the years Joe has been some- 
thing of a “man-about-town,” no matter 
what town he was in. Now, we spend 
many quiet evenings at home together, 
watching television. At least once a 
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Rose says that while former heavyweight boxing champ was once a man-about-town “no matter what town he was in” before marriage, 
he now spends many quiet evenings at home, watching television. When both are at home in New York, they like to go out at least 
once a week to a good restaurant. Joe, she says, is basically a steak eater no matter how many exotic foods may be available. 
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week, when we are both in the city, we 
eat out at one of New York’s many good 
restaurants, where it is possible to find 
exotic foods from all over the world. 
But with all of the variety of food avail- 
able, Joe is basically a steak eater. That 
is his favorite dinner meat and he has 


Not a man for remem- 


bering dates, Joe forgot 


no argument from me there. No quarrels 
over the dinner table. 
Rose’s birthday, but Like all human beings, of course there 
; are things about my husband which up- 
set me sometimes. For example, his mem- 
ory for what | think are important dates 
is not always the best. He forgot my 
birthday this year and had to weather 
his way through a two-day case of my 
being hurt about it. But I had to laugh 
along with him finally when he said that 
at least he had arranged it so as not to 
forget our wedding anniversary, since 
we were married on Christmas Day. 
Joe is thoughtful in so many ways, I 
can’t be unhappy about his memory for 
special dates. He is the sort of man who 


often brings home sur- 


prise gifts of fruit, which 





he usually eats himself. 





Having dinner at home, Joe performs meat- 
carving chores. Rose does cooking, Joe 
serves food when entertaining dinner 
guests at home. Dinner is usually a leisure- 
ly meal which they like to enjoy together. 


brings home small gifts to surprise you, 
with no special occasion being cele- 
brated. A fancy package may be filled 
with half a dozen apples or oranges. Who 
can resist a gift like that, even if he does 
eat them himself before the night is 
over? When he was wrestling and on 
tour around the country, he never forgot 
to call. He wanted to find how the day 
had gone for me and to let me know 
what was happening to him. He knows 
such "phone calls are important to me. 
It was the way we did most of our court- 
ing—by long distance telephone. I guess 
that he has just fallen into the habit now, 
and I love it. 

With the celebration of the first anni- 
versary of our marriage we can look 
back on a year filled with many things— 
both good and bad. But for neither of 
us is there regret that we took the big 
step together! 

When I first heard from Joe that the 
doctors had told him he had an injured 


Breakfast for Joe and Rose normally con- 
sists of juice, toast and hard-boiled eggs 
since both are weight-watchers. After- 
wards, Joe heads for office, Rose goes off 
to job as president of a cosmetics company. 
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An excellent cook, Rose prepared first 
meal as bride right after wedding reception 
when Joe ordered a quantity of bacon and 
eggs, bread, a dozen apples and a quart 
of vanilla ice cream sent to apartment. 


heart, I was deeply concerned and very 
anxious. But an injury to the heart is 
not a heart attack, and I know that the 
care one learns to take of oneself makes 
cardiac cases live longer, healthier lives 
than many others. So it will be with Joe. 
He has learned through the years to 
respect his body and to care for it as well 
as possible. In the case of his heart, he 
will have me also busy seeing that he 
does all of the things the doctor says 
should be done. With his fighting spirit, 
neither of us fear the future on this 
score. 

I have great respect for my husband 
too, and this is something that keeps 
him a real champion to me. He thinks 
and feels deeply about things, and speaks 
only when he has something to say. We 
believe sincerely in first; the Fatherhood 
of God; and secondly, the brotherhood 
of man. I'll never forget the thrill of 
hearing him talk about serving in the 
Armed Forces when he appeared at the 


For bachelor-boy Joe and bachelor-girl 
Rose, marriage has brought a new peace 
into their lives. Rose says that for her, Joe 
can never lose title of “champ” he once 
held as one of history’s greatest fighters. 
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God’s side.” It summed up what millions 
of us felt but not many of us could ex- 
press so simply. 

Both Joe and I were born in the South 
and brought up in the Midwest. His 
home is Alabama, mine Mississippi. He 
grew up in the brawling streets of De- 
troit, | in Chicago. Both of us have deep 
pride in our people and our heritage. 
Joe wants to do all that he can as a 
person to make life better for his chil- 
dren and all of today’s children every- 
where, in whatever ways are open to 
him. I want the same big things of life 
that he does, so we have a strong foun- 
dation of mutual respect for each other 
to build our marriage on. 

In thinking of all of the qualities in 
Joe which make him so very important 
to me, perhaps all of them can be 
summed up in one statement. He is the 
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gigantic bond rally held during the war 


at Madison Square Garden. “We'll win,” 
he said that night, “because we are on 





man of the house. His manliness is part 
of everything he does, all that he is. It is 
wonderful as a woman to be aware of 
his controlled strength, to recognize his 
courage and to know that his directness 
is a base for a truly honest, trusting 
marriage. 

It should be fairly obvious by now 
that Joe is the champ to me, no matter 
what the boxing records say. Like any 
woman in love with her husband, he has 
the place of honor in my life and my 
heart that the passing years cannot 


change. 




























| loved my wife more than life itself, but I couldn’t give her 
what she wanted most—I couldn’t share her with a child. 


\ Y FRIENDS LAUGHED behind my 
back and made jokes when I mar- 
ed Sue Ellen. I remember my pal Joe 
ming up to me at the wedding party 
nd whispering, “Hey, man, kinda rob- 
ig the cradle, aren’t you?” I just 
inned and shoved a fresh drink into his 
and. | was too happy to be mad at any- 
dy that day. 
Vy sister Gwen, who had made the 
» up from Virginia to see me finally 
irried, kissed me on the cheek and 
l, “I never thought Id live to see the 
Vic. But I’m glad you're finally 
ttling down.” 
She turned and watched Sue Ellen at 
big table across the room, happily 
ening wedding presents. “But she’s so 


young,” Gwen said, with a catch in her 
voice. “I hope everything will turn out 
all right.” 

“And why shouldn’t everything turn 
out all right?” I demanded gruffly. “I’ve 
got the sweetest little wife a man could 
ask for.” I hugged her impulsively. “Sis, 
I’m the happiest guy in the world!” 

“I will say this,” Gwen said soberly, 
“she’s more than you deserve, you old 
reprobate.” 

“Lay off the ‘old’ business, will you?” 
I laughed. “You talk as if I’m hobbling 
around on crutches.” 

“Tl talk to you any way I like,” she 
snapped. She laid a hand on my arm 
and her voice grew affectionate. “After 

(Continued on Page 66) 








“You’re my wife and you'll do as 
I say,” I growled. Again I reached 
for her, but she ducked away. 
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1 lay in the darkness of my room... 
bewildered, confused, unable to sleep. 


GAVE A HURRIED GLANCE out the window and called to Mom, 
“Put on a clean apron, Mom. Dad is coming in with the preacher.” 
Then I dashed into my room to smooth my hair and slip into a fresh 
gingham house dress. Mom and | both knew how Dad was: proud 
and poor and hard as nails. We felt his eyes raking us from head 
to foot every time we had company, and it was our own bad luck 
if we weren’t as clean and neat as pins. He never found an excuse 
for us. Never. 
I zipped my dress about my slender body, surveying the girl 
in the mirror with some anxiety. Crisp, curling dark hair, wide 
brown eyes, a proud sweet mouth. I turned sidewise and my 
eyes deepened in anxiety. How long would I stay slim as a 
sapling? I caught my breath in muted fear. 
Dad and the minister were in the front room. I heard 
Mom’s faltering voice and hurried in to give her what 
moral support I could. Mom was nervous when guests 
dropped in. That was because Dad was so critical. 
The Rev. Timothy Ware was complimenting Mom 
on her bed of zinnias. “Like a scrap of rainbow 
tossed at your gate,” he said. “I’ve never seen such 
q a riot of color,” then he turned to speak to me. 
3 “How are you, Miss Welch? Lisbeth; isn’t it?” 
Thad been in love once, and the scars I nodded and wished I didn’t blush so easily. 
Our minister was young and good looking. He 
, . had a pretty wife and he lived near his 
had never healed. Now I was determined DM dihe cM Wilibemore, « town 
of 5,000 . On Sunday afternoons 
that no man share my life again. I had lost the hd Ma in the small eiadh tn one 
village, which huddled in a narrow 
ight to such things as respectability fertile valley three miles north of Crest- 
more. 
nd happiness. I was a burned woman. ~— hes ; ° da — tte 
A smile crinkled his face. “Thank you. I 
always like to preach a sermon about the Good 
Samaritan.” 
Someone chuckled from the rear doorway and 
we looked up and Greg King was standing there. 
He was a neighbor who lived with his ailing father 
on the farm north of us. His mother was dead and 
Greg often came over to ask housekeeping advice from 
Mom. We hadn’t heard him enter the back door and his 
eyes glinted in amusement at our surprise. “Good morning, 
sir,” he said to the minister. “So you like to talk to us hard- 
ened sinners about the Good Samaritan, eh?” 
“That’s right,” the minister chuckled. “That Biblical charac- 
ter set a good example for all the world to follow, including myself. 
I’m the kind of fellow who would like to practice what I preach too.” 
“T’ll give you a chance the next time my old jalopy shows up with 
a flat a mile from home and you come riding by in that new convertible.” 
The minister’s chuckle deepened. It was plain he and Greg liked each 
other. He said, “Looks like we are in for an early winter. Snap in the air 
of mornings and the youngsters are leaving town, heading north to the uni- 
versity. The Craig boys left yesterday and Lee Wilson is going soon—will finish 
school in the east.” 
I caught my breath and my eyes flew to Greg. He was looking straight at me and 
there was something strange and hidden in his expression, as if he knew! I sank my 
teeth into my lip and my lids fell. How mistaken Reverend Ware was. Lee wasn’t going 
away to school, not now. We were in love and he wouldn’t leave me, not now. I glanced at 
my Dad and wondered what he would do if he were to be told about Lee and me. About our 
Polen hours together, hours that had led to my complete surrender to Lee’s wishes. I shud- 























I had met Lee and loved him, 
and he had taken from me all 
that a woman could give— 
dered. Dad would kill me with his bare 


hands, choke the life from me. From 
the day I had been old enough to know 





male from female he had left no doubt 
in my mind how he felt about a girl’s 
behavior. There would be no loose 
women in his family, and his eyes would 
be like the sharp edge of a chisel as he 
made the remark. A steel chisel moving 
straight to me. 

Greg was speaking now, almost hur- 
riedly, as if to end the scene. He wanted 
Dad to help him in the orchard the fol- 
lowing day. “I’ve hired a couple of fel- 
lows to give me a hand but I need some- 
yne to truck the fruit to the cannery. 
Thought you might help me a few days, 
Jim.” 

Dad nodded, said he would, and Greg 
turned to leave, then spoke to the min- 
ister. “If you are going my way and 
have time to stop, I’ll load your car with 
apples.” 

They went away together, and Dad, 
watching them go, said, “The minister is 
1 fine fellow. So’s Greg.” 

| knew Dad wanted me to marry Greg, 
and I knew, too, that Greg was in love 
with me, but my heart had gone to Lee. 
| was crazy about him, but I didn’t dare 


let Dad know. Lee was from town and 
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for some reason Dad hated town fellows. 
“City slickers,” he called them, and I 
knew Lee would have no chance with 
him for Lee lived in Crestmore, the son 
of a man in business there. Later I was 
to understand why Dad felt as he did, 
but at that time in my life I was com- 
pletely puzzled and extra cautious that 
my parents did not discover my secret 
meetings with Lee. 

I watched Greg and the minister as 
they climbed in their cars. Greg wasn’t 


handsome, but was well built and had an 
interesting dark face with direct brown 
eyes. I wet my lips with a nervous 
tongue. Greg knew my secret. There 
were two reasons now why Lee and | 
must marry immediately. Two very defi- 
nite reasons. 

I glanced at the clock. I’d meet Lee 
at ten. Late for a girl to be out alone 
but Dad didn’t go to bed ’till nine, I had 
to wait till it was safe to leave the house. 
I would creep out my window, slip across 
the yard and through the gate that 
opened into the orchard. How well I 
knew every tree that cast its shadow 
across my way, friendly shadows that 
screened me on my way to meet my 
lover. 

Lee would be waiting in the plum 
thicket that grew beside the road across 
from my Dad’s orchard. He would be 
sitting there in his car, lights off, radio 
silent, just waiting—waiting for me. 

I had met Lee early that spring when 
I had gone into Crestmore and had 
stopped at the Wilson Drug Store to 
make a small purchase. As long as I 
lived I would never forget the way my 





heart pounded when the bronze young 
man behind the counter flashed me a 
smile and asked if he might serve me. 
I could hardly remember what it was | 
had come for and my confusion had 
grown as he fixed his laughing eyes upon 
me. I had told him my name and where 
I lived before I left the store and he had 
grinned and said he might drive by my 
home someday soon. Alarmed, I had 
told him about Dad, and Lee had 


grinned. “We'll outsmart him, won't 


Greg reached out, drew me 
to him and his lips were 
against my mouth. I| closed 
my eyes, my mouth quiver- 
ing against his. I made no 
effort to repulse him. His 
arms were balm to my 


sad and wounded heart. 


we?” he said with a laugh. 

We had outsmarted Dad. No suspi- 
cions had been aroused save for the one 
time Dad had remarked that he had seen 
Lee’s car in the neighborhood when he 
came home from a lodge meeting. “Won- 
der what he’s doing in our neighbor- 
hood?” he had remarked, but neither 
Mom nor I had answered and Lee was 
careful that Dad didn’t see him again. 

Weeks passed and I met Lee regularly, 
slipping through the orchard to rush into 
his arms, his kisses sending my heart 
into wild rioting, listening to the call 
of love, to its demands. Using no cau- 
tion, having no fear, forgetting every- 
thing save that I worshipped him. 

I smiled as I thought how surprised 
Reverend Ware would be when he 
learned that Lee and I were married, that 
Lee wasn’t going away to school. I 
thought I’d tell Lee that night, I was 
positive now. I could almost feel the 
tenderness of his kiss when I whispered 
to him the news. Yes, the preacher would 
be surprised and so would my parents, 
but Greg wouldn’t. Greg knew. 

Nine o’clock and Dad went to bed. | 
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went to my room and after a few minutes 
| heard Mom lock the back screen door 
and putter off to the room she and Dad 
shared. The house was quiet—that thick 
pulsing quiet I needed, and I was slid- 
ing open my window, climbing out into 
the darkness of the back yard. My dog, 
Cappie, bounded to meet me, his bushy 
tail wagging. He had become accus- 
tomed to my leaving the house at night, 
always accompanied me. I patted his 
head, whispered, “Quiet, Cappie.” 

I took the path that led directly west. 
A moon hung in the eastern sky behind 
me, spreading its magic over the sleep- 
ing orchard, spattering my path with sil- 
ver light. From some hidden place a 
screech owl sent out a quivering pathetic 
cry. It gave me a lonely frightened feel- 
ing. I quickened my steps, reaching the 
dirt road that separated the orchard from 
the plum thicket. My eyes searched the 
darkness. No car was parked in the 
shadows. Lee was late. 

It had happened before, on two or 
three occasions. I moved into deeper 
shadow and sat down on a wide flat 
rock. Cappie stood beside me, his rough 
body shedding warmth and a’ doggy 
smell. At times his wet tongue reached 
out to touch my cheek. I wound an arm 
about him. I’d miss him when Lee and 
I were married and had moved into town. 

The minutes dragged, the moon was 
higher now, obscured at times by drift- 
ing clouds. The cry of the little night owl 
continued, persistent and plaintive. My 
eyes didn’t move from the paved high- 
way into which the dirt road opened and 
down which Lee would come. He 
wouldn’t be much longer—he couldn’t 
be. He knew I was waiting alone in the 
darkness. 

I was cold, miserably cold. My body 
ached. My hair was damp against my 
cheek. I huddled closer to Cappie. 

It was one o’clock when I returned to 
my room, my heart a lump of lead in my 
breast. A vague nameless fear filled me. 
I tried to push it aside but couldn’t. 


ORNING CAME and I found an ex- 
cuse for Lee’s failure to meet me. 

A woman can always find an excuse 
when the man she loves fails her. Some- 
thing unforseen had arisen, and Lee 
dared not telephone me—we had agreed 
upon that. There was always danger of 
Dad’s being in the house. And I couldn’t 
call Lee. There was a toll charge to Crest- 
more. Dad could trace it when he paid 


the telephone bill. There was nothing to 
do but wait; to slip out again the follow- 
ing night; to hurry through the orchard 
to the plum thicket. 

Again I waited in vain, blind terror 
clutching at me now, my knees weak as I 
stood in the shadows. What was keeping 
Lee? How cold the night was, and how 
frightened I was—not of the dark that 
hid me, but filled with a nameless para- 
lyzing fear that strikes at the heart of a 
girl whose surrender to the man she loves 
has been complete, and who finds herself 
suddenly alone. 

I went home with dragging feet. I had 
to see Lee, that was definite. I’d have to 
go to Crestmore, have to find a way to 
see him. 

I waited the next day till Dad had gone 
to Greg’s place, then I dressed hurriedly 
and walked to the paved highway where 
I caught a bus into town. There was a 
sick feeling inside me as I entered the 
drug store. My palms were wet with 
sweat. I was so frightened the place 
seemed entirely strange. Lee’s father 
came to meet me, smiling pleasantly. He 
wore a white jacket and his face was 
flushed from recent shaving. A nice smell 
of cologne drifted to me, the same fra- 
grance Lee used. Mr. Wilson spoke 
pleasantly, “May I help you?” 

“Lee,” I said, trying to keep my voice 
even. “I’d like to... to speak with 
him, if you please.” 

“Lee, my son?” 

“Yes, please.” 

“Why, my dear young lady, Lee left 
yesterday for St. Louis, then on to—” 

He hesitated, his lids tightening. Some- 
thing tragic about my face must have 
warned him. “Then on to a school in 
the east where he will study the coming 
semester.” 

The bottles on the shelves behind him 
danced in front of my eyes. My hand 
went out, clutched the counter. Mr. Wil- 
son said, “Lee will be away until the 
Christmas holidays. Until then—” 

He went on speaking but I couldn’t 
hear him. I thought for a moment I 
would faint, or cry out in distress. My 
fingers tightened on the curved edge of 
the counter. My voice had a far away 
sound when I spoke. “I—I wonder if 
you could give me Lee’s address. It is 
sort of important.” 

The eyes were veiled now. Did he sus- 
pect something? He said: “I am unable 
to do that at the moment. I’m sorry.” 

There was nothing more to be said. 


I turned and walked blindly to the door, 
the blood pounding in my ears, and it 
was only then I realized we were not 
alone in the store. Two men had entered 
and were standing slightly in the shad- 
ows. As I neared the door I became 
acutely aware of them—the chisel sharp 
eyes of my father boring straight into 
me, the surprised glance Greg bestowed 
upon me. They had driven into town 
with a truck load of apples and had come . 
into the drug store on some errand. | 
gave a startled cry, gazed sickly back at 
them, then Greg’s low chuckle made an 
effort to break the tension. “Gosh sakes, 
Lisbeth, I’ll bet you came to town your- 
self after that face powder you asked me 
to fetch out to you. Trust a man to for- 
get.” 

It was like a rope thrown to a drown- 
ing person. I moved my miserable eyes 
to him. “I—I had to come in town any- 
way, Greg.” 

“TI didn’t know anything about it,” 
Dad said sharply. 

“I wanted to get a present for Mom. 
Her birthday comes next week.” I won- 
dered if he believed me. 

Greg was still trying to ease the situa- 
tion. He linked his arm in mine, drew 
me toward the door. “Let’s go down to 
Minnie’s shop. There’s a sight of things 
there for birthdays, Lisbeth.” 

We got a gift for Mom, and I rode 
home between Dad and Greg in Greg’s 
truck, sitting silent, my hands locked in 
my lap, staring straight ahead of me. 
I neither talked nor thought. My brain 
was a vacuum, unable to look into the 
awful future which I faced alone. 

I had met Lee and loved him. He had 
taken from me all a woman could give— 
but he couldn’t leave me—not like this. 
I kept telling myself fiercely that he too 
would have to face the responsibility of 
our act. The child that was coming was 
as much his as mine. I counted the 
weeks till Christmas. I couldn’t wait. I’d 
have to find a way to reach Lee. 

I was completely dependent upon my 
Dad. I had no training of any kind that 
would enable me to earn my living save 
a knowledge of housekeeping. All my 
girl friends, daughters of neighboring 
farmers, were in a like situation, none of 
us going out to work. I lay awake at 
night trying to make plans, telling myself 
I should hate Lee, yet knowing I didn’t. 
I kept thinking that if I could find a way 
to let him know my condition, he would 
rush home to (Continued on Page 76 ) 
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THE NEXT 


MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





we 


AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I don’t know how to begin this 
letter, but I’ll explain to the best of my 
knowledge. I’m in love with my cousin. 
I’m so much in love with her until I’m 
ashamed of myself. She is my first 
cousin and nobody knows this besides 
ourselves. Sometimes I’m not sure she 
knows. Since I came to Japan two years 
ago I have never stopped loving her, al- 
though I tried. I even stopped writing to 
her, but that didn’t ease the pain either. 
I’m now afraid that she will get married. 
I know that I can’t ever love anyone as I 
love her. Please help me. Hopefully, 

J. Jones 


Dear J.: 

It would be better for both 
of you if your cousin did 
marry someone else. Marriage 
between first cousins is 
frowned upon because of he- 
reditary complications that 
might crop up in children 
born of such a union. I say 
might, because in some cases 
unknowingly first cousins 
have become man and wife 
and given birth to wholesome, 
normal offspring. Still there is 
serious cause for doubt and 
most law courts rule such a 
marriage illegal. It would be 
unfair to the girl if she is un- 
aware that you are her first 
cousin. Imagine her shock and 
horror if you revealed this 
startling news to her after mar- 
riage. It’s best to break off this 








romance that should not have 
started in the first place. Let’s 
hope you'll meet another nice 
girl in the future. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have a common problem and I war, 
you to help me solve it. Three years ag) 
I married a very nice boy, in fact one of 
the nicest fellows I’ve ever known. His 
mother hates me and thinks I’m not good 
enough for her son and she is constantly 
making trouble. She used to like me be. 
fore I married him, but in her eyes nm 
girl is worthy of marrying her boy. | 
had a son before marriage and | think 
this is the reason she dislikes me » 
strongly. But we all make mistakes some 
time or other. My husband went inty 
the Army three weeks after we married 
and she accused me of marrying him for 
his allotment. This is not true. I low 
my husband very much and I know le 
loves me and our child. I am waiting for 
an answer. Sincerely, 


Li 


Dear L. H.: 

After three years of happy 
marriage I wouldn’t let the 
frustrations of a meddling 
mother-in-law cause me un- 
happiness, especially if her 
“apron-strings” technique has 
not affected her son or his de- 
votion to you and your child. 
Try to overlook her lofty atti- 
tude as it’s a pitiful camou- 
flage for jealousy and envy. 
She has placed you in the role 
of “son stealer” and in her es- 
timation you will never come 
up to her standards. As long 
as your husband understands 
this situation you have nothing 
to fear. Just keep a healthy 
distance between her home 
and yours. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have read “Dearly Beloved” in TAN 
for many years and I think you are do 
ing a terrific job. My problem may 
sound silly, but I think it’s one that many 
girls face. I am 18 years old, not mar 
ried and I have a six-month-old baby. | 
have been here in this California tows 
for 18 months and haven’t gotten a bo 
friend yet. I am wondering if anything 
is wrong with me physically, or if it’ 
because of my baby. Please help me, # 
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Dear E. S.: | 


I may be slightly old-fash- (BLACKHEADS) 
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much in the large 75¢ size. Save—buy 
large economy sizes. Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 


attract men who think they’re 
LH doing you a favor and will 
make no bones about a “pay- 
as-you-go”’ courtship. 
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pee work your problems out with 
— yourself. I presume she is mid- 
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women face sooner or later. : ai a 
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This 
$1900 
SALES KIT 








Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
Tailoring Business Quick 


MAKE to $30 


IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
send you this amazing $10.00 
Tailoring Kit absolutely Free! 
Contains everything you need 
to start you in big-pay Made- 
to-Measure Tailoring Business 
— over 100 Actual Fabrics, Style Bi 
Display of smartest new Suits and & 
Coats for men and women, at low & 
prices—plus complete money-mak- 
ing plans and equipment. No experience 
needed—just show Kit to friends, neigh- 
bors, fellow-workers, etc., take easy fast 
orders, collect Generous Advance 
Profit. We deliver to customers. 


YOUR OWN SUITS te Wear Witheat 1c Cest! 
Your best-selling ad is your own Made- 
to-Measure Suit ...and we'll show you 
how to get yours without paying Ic! 
Mail coupon today for Valuable Tailor- 
ing Kit and Suit Offer—all sent FREE! 


J.C. FIELD & SON, INC. 


Harrison & Throop Sts., Dept. 8-1964 Chicago 7, Il. 
J. C. FIELD & SON, as, ORE. Be oes w-1986 | 
Throop Sts., 


Harrison 

Rosh FREE-and- -Pestpeld, ~—s yon com a ‘$10.00 Tailor- 
3 ing Kit so I can start maki ing, good money eee a In- 

dale Actual Fabric Samples, Style Display, mone: I 
’ ing plans and details of how I can get my owe "Belt 
i without a penny of cost. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


ELEPHONITIS is a deadly social 

disease usually prevalent in homes 
with a teen-ager and two parents. Have 
you got it? If so, don’t fret, because a 
few strong doses of advice coupled with 
a pill or two of telephone etiquette will 
soon put you on the road to recovery. 
The peculiar thing about “telephonitis” 
is that teen-agers are susceptible to it, 
but it has been known to send Mom and 
Dad into a tizzy of real excitement. 
Frantically they’ve called in the experts 
and demanded a cure. 

“Ring-rrrrrrr!” The shrill squeal of 
the telephone jangles across the bounc- 
ing rhythm of Honky Tonk and a mad 
dash is made across the room to reach 
Alexander Graham Bell’s magic inven- 
tion. 

In breathless anticipation, you, dear 
teen-ager hope desperately that your 
“one-and-only” is calling and if not, then 
make it your best buddy brimming with 
the hottest dispatches. (Please note, I did 
not say gossip. Suppose we just call 
them choice tidbits that every well- 
informed person should know. ) 

Now the fun begins, for you that is, 
and if you’re typical (as we like to think 
you are), chitchat and giggles will flow 
with surprising continuity for over an 
hour. And that, my biddies, is “tele- 
phonitis!” 

If left to spread without control, “tele- 
phonitis” has been known to wreck many 
a harmonious household. One parent ac- 
tually clocked a sizzling conversation 
and the incredible minutes added up to 
over two hours. How’s that for a daily 
tonsil exercise, and extra-curricular, too! 

Briefly, “telephonitis” is the selfish 
and inefficient use of the family phone. 
The disease is usually recognized when 
gabfests tie up the phone for hours. 
Side effects can be quite dangerous, 





often taken in the form of allowance 
cuts, enforced boycott of that precious 
instrument and frequent parental rum. 
blings. This is the beginning of the 
“cure.” 

Dottie Brown is a junior at North East 
High this year and if telephone calls are 
an indication of her popularity, she’s 
flying pretty high. Her best friend, Judy, 
shares her success and since she lives 15 
blocks away, their best media of ‘ 
change” is the telephone. Their daily 
password after school is “Buzz me kid, 
I'll be waiting.” Conversations run the 
gamut from platter recitals and cat 
scratching (you know what I mean?) to 
dream boat discussions. 

When Dottie’s new romance blossomed 
into sudden love, the Brown household 
was swamped with phone calls. For- 
tunately they had a straight line, and 
couldn’t upset outside party sharers. Boy- 
girl confabs usually begin with a series 
of shrill giggles and exclamatory “oh’s” 
and ah’s,” punctuated with dreamy si- 
lences. After Dottie’s 90-minute session, 
she has to report every word verbatim to 
Judy, and they both re-live that wonder 
ful experience for another 90 minutes 
or more. 

Wow! A list of telephone rules are 
promptly posted on the family bulletin 
board: “To Whom It May Concem: 
Phone calls in the Brown household are 
not to last more than ten minutes. Mem- 
bers can receive only two calls a night 
with a ten-minute time limit on each. 
Unless an emergency arises, not more 
than two calls per person can be made 
each evening. If rules are not followed 
unpleasant restrictions will be levied 
against the guilty!” 

The cure for “telephonitis” is now ip 
effect. Let’s hope your folk won’t have 
to take such drastic measures. 
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Christmas And Your Child 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


AST CHRISTMAS DAY I visited a 

friend who lives in an attractive 
home in the heart of a midwestern city. 
My hostess, a mother in her early thir- 
ties, was nearly in tears when | arrived. 
Hearing the sound of small but angry 
voices, I followed her into the living 
room where her two daughters, ages 
seven and ten, were quarreling over a 
pair of nearly identical dolls. 

“] wonder,” she sighed, hurriedly 
picking up scraps of tissue paper which 
were scattered under the brilliantly-light- 
ed evergreen, “if Janie and Martha 
really know what Christmas means!” 

Many mothers are concerned about 
this same problem. Over-demanding chil- 
dren who never learn the art of giving 
often mature into adults who are un- 
happy unless they are on the receiving 
end. Since the home is the center of the 
traditional Christmas celebration, 
here that the child should acquire 
healthy attitudes based on unselfishness 
and love. 

These attitudes are usually found in 
the happy and harmonious holiday 
home. You, as a mother and home- 
maker, have the task of guiding your 
child and analyzing his needs during this 
meaningful season. By following a few 
simple and basic “DO” and “DON’TS” 


you can make your child’s Christmas in- 


it is 


finitely lasting and memorable. 


DO LET HIM PARTICIPATE. 
Whether it be decorating the tree, shovel- 
ing the walks, or cookie-sampling, let 
him feel that he is helping you. If he has 
younger brothers or sisters, give him the 
job of “supervising” their activities. 
This will also give him confidence and 
self-reliance. 
the pre-adolescent, wants to be praised 
for his holiday contribution, no matter 
how small. 


Every child, particularly 


DO WATCH HIS PLAY ACTIVI- 
TIES. An overly-fatigued child becomes 


cross and easily irritated. The school 


_child, free from his usual routine, tends 


to play too long and hard. This exhaus- 


tion often weakens resistance, resulting 
in a sick child who is unable to resume 
his studies after the holidays. Too much 
activity before Christmas may also 
dampen his enthusiasm for the important 
day itself. 


DO GIVE HIM A SPECIAL PLAY 
CORNER. Unexpected guests who drop 
in on a busy mother are often forced to 
step over a dump truck or a toy baby 
carriage in order to reach the safety of 
a chair. This could be avoided if a spe- 
cial part of the house, preferably not the 
living room, were designated as a play 
area. Then, without temper outbursts 
or scolding, you won’t have to apologize 
for your child’s normal but disorderly 
play habits. 


DO EXPLAIN THE MEANING OF 
CHRISTMAS. The explanation should 
be your own but in terms that your child 
can understand. Religious aspects of this 
holiday should be translated into love, 
cooperation and a willingness to share, 
not just during this season but every day 
throughout the year. By showing him 
the symbolism behind Christmas pres- 
ents, your child will understand that it 
is not the cost of the gift but the spirit 
in which it is given. 


DON’T SCOLD AT BEDTIME. 
Your child’s days, particularly as Christ- 
mas day approaches, will be full and ex- 
citing. Bedtime will find him tense and 
often too tired to fall asleep on schedule. 
Counteract this by allowing a napping 
period during the day and avoid, as 
mentioned earlier, concentrated and too- 
strenuous play. 


DON’T LET HIM OVEREAT. 
Holiday foods are rich and filling. Candy 
and other sweets often spoil appetites 
and your child has no room for the nu- 
tritious foods needed daily. Try to watch 
what he eats between meals and if there 
is an abundance of candy in the house, 
make your desserts simple, preferably 
assorted fresh fruit. 





HIS HEART 
TOMORROW 


NEEDS YOUR HELP 
TODAY 


More than 500,000 chil- 
dren with damaged hearts 
look to medical research... 
supported by the Heart 
Fund...for a brighter 
tomorrow. 


Their hearts need your help 
today. Give generously. 
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$938... 








meee © DURABLE, 
WATERPROOF 
Made of Flexton — service 
gauge plastic for long wear, 
they'll dress up your car's interior and 
give long-lasting protection to your seat upholstery. 
Whisk dirt off with a damp cloth. Aveitele in revers- 
ible EZUTCE TTT si ae or a 
Pye) Only $2.98 each for front split, or x or 
solid. Set $5.00. Add 25¢ postage or send 
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cop. 10 DAY MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


CRYDER SALES 
Dept. TT-29 Whitestone 57, N. Y. 
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TRICK DICs 


FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONL 
SPECIAL DICE -GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flats . . 
PASSERS, Stronger Than Ever . . . 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points . . 
TOPS, All Points (4 to 11) .... 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll . 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH....... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.D. 
or enclose cash and we pay the postage. 
Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 










NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 





0. BOX 354 NEWPORT BEACH, CALIFORNIA 




































































leather... 
but you'd 
never 
know 


© Style No. 714 
7 amazing ot only 


Style No. 726 


10-20 


204-2842 
28% 11 98 


StyLe No. 753—SURPRISE PACKAGE 
—Reversible double life jumper, corduroy 
on one side and cotton plaid on the other. 
The softly tailored white blouse is trimmed 
with matching plaid on pert collar and 
cuffs. Tiny bow and self buttons to com- 
plete detail. Corduroy colors are red, gold, 
royal. 


StyLeE No. 726—FASHION-CRAMMED 
CASUAL! The new shirt-back, decorated 
in Oriental scrolled splendor, with glitter- 
ing embroidery! Front buttoned and circle- 
pleated for higher beauty! Notched man- 
darin collar; narrow-belt-for-waist; dol- 
man sleeves; wide skirt. Rayon Faille. In 
black, navy, red or peacock. 


StyLe No. 734—RISING COLUMN OF 
CHARM. Its figure-marvels begin with the 
face-framing turtle neck . . . plus beautiful 
natural shoulders, dolman sleeves, cinched- 
in waistline and tapered slender skirt. All 
Wool Knit. In grey or brown, each with 
harmonizing stripes. 


StyLe No. 714—ALL WEATHER LUX- 
URY WRAP AROUND. Made of miracle 
vinyl plastic that looks, feels and wears 
like leather . . . and is scuff, stain and 
fade resistant. Cleans with a damp cloth. 
Roll collar, pushup dolman sleeves; deep 
pockets, sweep back and separate belt. In 
metallic grey or blue, pearly bronze or 
black. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


‘Style No. 734 


+ 1098 
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adore 

is now S 
BULK Knit 


a Silark Originals me, 


Pa beet. 71-42 =, Asbury Park, N. . 
70 PREPAID ORDER: 1 enclose price of a 
ment plus We to cover postage and handling~ \ 
I save over 75¢ in C.O.D. fees. \ 
/ 0 C.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 
{ plus postage, C.O.D. and handling fees. 4 
I may return garment im 10 days if not satished. t 
i Style No. | Size | 1st Color Choice | 2nd Color Choice ! 
\ ie a it 
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Do-lt-Yourselt 


LIP nn GETS 


HRISTMAS GIFTS are much 
more fun when you make 
them yourself, and with extra-spe- 
cial care they can have the profes- 
sional touch. Knowing the thought 
that goes into the making of these 
“home-made” presents, the receiv- 
er will be more than pleased to 
find them under the Christmas 


tree. 
The Spatter Craft set is a lasting 
gift, practical as well as interest- 





Clever place mats can be made of 
linen, bamboo, cotton material or any 
fabric of your choice, with fringed 
edges in unique designs and colors. 





The textile Spatter Craft stencil set, 
that does all the work, has eight bot- 
tles of ink, six stencil sheets and 
blotting paper complete with instruc- 
rions. Set is made by Sanford Ink Co. 


Simple, inexpensive guest towels and 
bath towels of terry cloth can be 
made into something special with 
these gay poodles in bathroom colors. 


ing, and the popular “do-it-your- 
self” trend makes it a wise invest- 
ment. The directions are simple 
and easy to follow. The ink may be 
applied with a spatter gun, brush 
or pen, on cloth, felt, paper or 
cork. The new, improved fast col- 
ors are laundry and dry cleaning- 
proof, and are non-inflammable 
and non-toxic. 

If one has a creative mind, se- 
quins, beads and braid and many 





Gifts for the kids take on new sig- 
nificance when they are decorated 
with familiar figures. Bibs, blouses 
and hankies are easy-to-do items. 























An adorable felt apron will please 
even the most discriminating person. 
All sorts of braid and trimming can 
be put around the edges. 













Here are more gift ideas to show 
how versatile these textile sets are, 
and what great fun they can be for 
grownups and adults in your family. 





Pretty-as-a-picture handkerchiefs 
can be made for every member of 
the family with many clever designs 
printed on both linen and cotton. 


a i TS 


other decorations can be glued or 
sewed on the designs to make them 
original. With a bit of ingenuity, 
new designs can easily be created 
to rival professional “store-bought” 
gifts. 

Even children can be taught to 
make their own Christmas pres- 
ents. Window and shower curtains 
can be cleverly decorated, and felt 
skirts and children’s clothing are 
easy to decorate. There is no end 
to ideas that can be created and 
carried out to ease the budget. 
















'M 100 YOUNG FoR Ginis 


By Frankie Lymon 


| GAVE UP 
MODELING 
FOR GOD 


By Vivionne Cervantes 


THE LOVE 
| DIDN'T WANT 


10 
LIE 
FEATURES 


<4 

% 
THIS ATTRACTIVE, PERSONALLY 
SIGNED GIFT CARD WILL BE SENT 
TO FRIEND HONORED 
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CHRISTMAS SHOPPIN € 


HOOSING THE RIGHT GIFTS for Christ- 1. Walt Disney’s “Standing Tramp” by Gund 
mas can be a perplexing problem, but this po a is lovable, cuddly toy for tiny tots. 
year the shops and stores are bursting witha 4 Pinky Lee end “Runaway Fronkfarsers” is 
wide selection of unusual articles which makes amusing game enjoyed by old and young. 


shopping a pleasure. Be wise and start your out $3. 


: : 3. Jean Nate’s traveling plastic beauty kit con- 
buying eacty to ened gyneeee teves and the tains bath lotion, talcum and soap. About $4.50. 


danger of losing your aeecset) You ll have first 4. “Copsi the Clown,” child’s dinnerware set by 
choice and find more time for browsing. Most Brookpark, is break- and chip-resistant. $4.95. 
of all, you won’t get caught in a last-minute 5. “Kweenie the Weenie,’ 18-inch-long dog by 


dash for gifts just whem ‘pickings’ are leanest Kusan, Inc., loves to wiggle and wobble. $1.98. 
> ‘ ote) ® : 6. Ron’s pocket lighter with woven mesh finish is 
and store clerks” Yuletide spirit is lowest. Gifts hsndenssby stehed aud toner tal CA 


can be found in every price range, from & 7. Decorated peanut dispenser keeps nuts fresh 
nominal 29 cents to $29 and higher. TAN’s  gnd appetizing. Rosemerry Manor, N. Y. $6.95. 
pages of holiday gifts offers a selection of 8. Whimsical cocktail mixers by A. A. Sutain, 
ideas for the family. On the opposite page are feature different Christmas motifs. Set of six $4.95. 


: f 9. Hand decorated accessories by the Gift House 
ee wae aa Cee eS Caines gts. Pens 00 to HOE. 
youngsters. At right are price listings. 
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OR THE WHOLE FAMILY 
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LOUNGE WEAR FOR 
CHRISTMAS MORN 
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Striking hostess “Ming Gown’ 
of “Elysium” printed cotton is 
silver and gold. Price: $18.75. 


40 


OLIDAY TIME is home 
time, and since the Ori- 
ental influence is top news in 
the world of fashion, why not 
spark your yuletide season 
with a new lounging outfit? 
These smartly-styled ensem- 
bles in cotton or silk are 
ideal for at-homeentertaining. 
The unusual native prints are 
in keeping with the Chinese 
motif. Many are actually 
taken from natural back- 
grounds, and incorporated in 
picturesque fabrics. Bright 
with color, they vary in style 
and shape from the long 
sophisticated hostess gown to 
cute pajama and trouser sets. 
Of special significance are 
the side slits and high neck- 
line. On these pages are ex- 
citing creations designed by 
Alfred Shaheen of Hawaii. 


Pure silk lounging “Ho 
Boy” outfit has quilted jacke 
matching slacks. Price: 


Rt 4 4. 


“Marco Polo” blouse and 
“Cathy” slacks are of finest 
pure silk. Price: $35. 











The 


“Kapena” 


“Shanghai Gown” 
print is smart for entertaining 


of gold and silve: 


early yuletide visitors. Price: $16.95. 




















7 CLIMAX OF CHRISTMAS DINNER is that moment when lights are loy, 
ered and all eyes expectantly watch the Christmas pudding brought wi 
proud ceremony to the table. It’s a tradition that warms all hearts, especially if th 
pudding is rich and dark and full of nuts and fruit. 

Puddings may be served many ways. One of the most daring and dramatic is with 
a flaming brandy sauce. The pudding is lighted before being brought to the tabk 
where it usually creates quite a sensation. The flavor is delectable, too. Anothy 
method is to make individual puddings, garnished with nuts and cherries anj 
served with a fluffy, white hard sauce, and many people make puddings in a lary 
mold and serve it sliced with their favorite hard sauce. On these pages are unusuyl 
holiday treats suggested to grace your Christmas table. 


FESTIVE HOLIDAY 


Individual Puddings 


Rich, dark fruit puddings are 
cleverly served in individual 
molds and topped with candied 
cherries. The pudding is made 
from a gelatin base and whipped 
cream, mixed with fruit, then 
poured into molds and chilled 
before serving. Brown sugar and 
spices make it one of the tastiest 
and easiest puddings of the holi- 
day season. A hard sauce made 
with confectioners’ sugar and egg 
whites, and flavored with vanilla 
or rum is served over the pudding. 
It can be whipped up in a jiffy. 
Serve with after-dinner coffee 


Christmas Fruit Pudding 


Beat 1 egg; add 34 cup molasses 
and 1 cup apple sauce. Sift to- 
gether 1% cups flour, 2 teaspoon 
salt and 1 teaspoon baking soda; 
add to first mixture. Mix smooth. 
Add 2 cups seedless raisins, 1 cup 
mixed candied fruits and 1 cup 
chopped dates. One cup chopped 
nuts is optional. Mix thoroughly 
2 tablespoons melted shortening. 
Pour into 1% quart greased pud- 
ding mold; cover tightly and 
steam 3 hours. Unmold, serve 
with your favorite pudding sauce. 
For a gay holiday effect, sauce 
may be tinted pink or green. 


Steamed Fruit Pudding 


A delectable pudding, light in color and texture and chock-full of rich 
walnut meats, is ideal fare to climax a holiday dinner. Made with 
bread crumbs, butter, sugar, spices, nuts, raisins and eggs, it is light 
and fluffy. Steam it slowly and gently. When done, keep pudding cov- 
ered to retain moisture. It’s good with almost any pudding sauce but 
most unusual with a special fruited hard sauce roll. A confectionery 
sugar fondant is rolled in candied fruit and walnut pieces, then chilled 
and sliced thin. Garnish with sugared walnut halves which are good 
for extra nibbling. For contrast, the sugar fondant center can be tinted 
light green. Use only a few drops of coloring. For an unusual flavor, 
add a bit of cinnamon and nutmeg to the granulated sugar. 





Regal Chiffon Cake 


For a special holiday surprise, treat the 
jamily to regal chiffon cake made with 
wine as the liquid ingredient. For this most 
ynusual flavor, California Muscatel wine is 
ysed both in the cake and the glaze. Com- 
bine the wine with confectioners’ sugar to 
the right consistency and blend well. Pour 
ghout half the mixture over the cake and 
yse the remainder for a sauce. Frosted 
grapes make an interesting garnish and are 
so easy to “frost” with granulated sugar. 
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You, too, can enjoy the thrill of being 
popular and admired for your radiant, 
lovely complexion. Start using Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as directed 
and watch your dull, dark, drab-look- 
ing skin take on a new brighter, lighter, 
softer, smoother look. Its bleaching 
action works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster way of lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 














“HELP YOUR HEART 





| ITH CHRISTMAS in the air, now 


is the time to think about buying 


| and giving the correct and acceptable 


gift. You can be known as both a 
thoughtful and imaginative gift-giver by 
remembering that any gift is a reflection 
of your own taste as well as that of the 


| person for whom it is intended. Christ- 


mas giving, like a game, is a lot more 


| fun if you know the rules! 


Before you begin your Christmas gift 
hunt, don’t forget the “shopping list.” 


| Many smart shoppers jot down essential 
' information about their prospects, such 


as size, color preference or even tenta- 
tive gift suggestions. This is especially 
important during the season when buy- 
ing is heaviest and many shoppers must 
settle for A list also 
eliminates repetition within a family 


“second best.” 


group or among friends. It is also a 
black and white reminder of what you 


' have (or have not) accomplished. 


The basic meaning of gift-giving 
should never be forgotten or even dis- 


| missed lightly. If long shopping sprees 
| during busy rush hours find you trying 


to make that Christmas Eve deadline. 


| then you are probably too exhausted to 
| think about the “Christmas spirit” in- 


volved. But with enough time and proper 
planning, you can experience the pleas- 
ure of selecting and giving a memorable 
and distinctive gift. 

Since many of the nicest gifts require 


| more time than money, especially those 


which are handmade, you can save your- 
self needless shopping time by deciding 
to “do-it-yourself.” Knitted 
socks, or even gloves are always appre- 


sweaters, 


| ciated and will give you an opportunity 
| to personalize your gift. These gifts are 


always welcomed by friends who like 
distinctive garments with that individual 


| touch. 


Don’t overlook the possibilities of 
homemade candies, cookies or even pre- 





serves as appealing and appetizing 
Christmas presents. A gaily-wrappe 
box of fudge or several dozen cookig 
show that you spent time and effort 
someone’s Christmas a  littk 
“sweeter!” Many people, especially 
bachelors or other friends who hate ty 
cook, will appreciate such a gift. 
Many questions arise during this pre 
Christmas buying season and the fol 
lowing sampling, with some of the an. 
swers, seems to be most representative: 
Q. | am dating three young men. Is it 
necessary to buy each of them a gift? 
A. Of course not. By all means sené 
them a Christmas card (not identical!), 
but let them do the gift-giving unless you 
have a preference in dates. When in 
doubt, don’t! 
Q. What can I give my steady boy friend? 
A. Find out his taste in ties, cuff links 
or records and remember that to be in 
good taste, your gift should be persona 
but not too expensive. Monograms ani 
initials on gifts are always favored and 
if he doesn’t already have one, why not 
give him an attractively framed photo 
graph of yourself? 
Q. | always forget some one at Chris: 
mas and I have no gift to give in retum. 
What should I say? 
A. The only thing to say is: “Thank you 
for remembering me.” It is never neces 
sary to return each gift you receive but 
many people buy inexpensive “token” 
gifts which can be given on such occ 
sions. Handkerchiefs (both men’s ot 
women’s), stationery and address books 
are excellent token gifts. 
Q. May I give my best girl friend 4 
sweater for Christmas? 
A. If you know her size and favorite 
color and you do not think her family 
would object to her receiving such 
gift, then it is permissible. Howevel. 
personal articles of clothing. such # 
lingerie, are in poor taste. 
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You Can’t Buy Love 


(Continued from Page 17) 


you, understand, that’s why!’ 
‘| didn’t understand. At least, I didn’t 
believe that my ears were hearing the 
scornful words, or that my eyes were see- 
ing the contempt in his, that my heart was 
pounding trip-hammer hard at the threat 
of life without the one thing I wanted of 
life—Johnny’s love. 

It was early noon when Johnny came 
downstairs, his two bags in his hand, and 
went out the front door without a back- 
ward look or a word of goodbye. And the 
screaming despair in my heart almost rose 
to my lips. But my hurt pride wouldn’t 
let it come pouring forth. 

Instead, I sat by the window, numb with 
pain and loneliness, my memory trudging 
back down the ugly road I had traveled to 
come to this heart-shattering detour. I sat 
there, remembering .. . 

When I was a child, old enough to re- 
spond to flattery, everyone around me con- 
santly talked about how pretty I was. I 
had every right to be pretty, with a father 
with distinguished looks and a mother who 
had been a very beautiful girl and whose 
lovely face softened into mellow handsome- 
ness as she grew older. 

Then we had the accident, and that was 
asharp division of life in my conscious- 
ness. Not only because Daddy got killed in 
it, but also because Mother ended up a 
bundle of bad nerves and because I had to 
have my face changed. That was the way 
the doctor in the hospital explained it to 
me—the delicate surgical operation neces- 
sary to stop the burning, hurting I felt un- 
der the horrible bandages. 

The doctor tried to make it sound like 
fun, adventure. He used every trick you 
can use on a fourteen-year-old to apply 
what is known as “child psychology.” But 
none of it fooled me at all. I knew that 
what he meant was that, after the opera- 
tion, the face that everyone once called 
pretty would be different; that no one 
would say again that I was pretty. 

And no one did. I didn’t blame them 
tither. I pretended to be happy when the 
nice nurse came to bring me the mirror to 
show me that it wasn’t so bad. after all. I 
oly pretended because I wanted to make 
the nurse happy. She’d been so nice to me 
and I didn’t expect ever to be happy again 
for my own self. First chance I got. when 
they let me get up and around, I took a 
good, long. examining look at my “new” 
face, as the doctor called it. It wasn’t in 
the least ugly. But it wasn’t mine either, 
and I never got used to it. 

What made matters worse was that 
fveryone tried to be so extra kind to me 
after that. Grownups, I knew, were pe- 
culiar people. The very things they did to 
tty to be helpful were always so artificial. 
Not in the way they meant them, but in 


| 

the way they did them. I compared their | 
kindness to me with the kindness I'd been 
taught to show an old lady who wanted a | 
seat in a bus or a crippled man selling 
pencils. | 
But I had a great deal of pride, even | 
then, a stubborn pride which made me de- 
termined not to let anyone know I cared. 
Mother would have known; the mother | 
knew before the accident that day we went | 
on the Sunday School picnic. But I knew 
that Mother had her own burdens, missing 
Daddy so, crying herself to sleep nights 
and thinking I couldn’t hear her. I didn’t 
know what to do about Mother and I didn’t 
know what to do with my new face. So I 
used to make myself very busy, thinking 
when I 





about things; what I would do 
grew up. One thing, I decided was that I 
would be different from all the girls I 
knew. They wanted to meet some silly man 
and have an absurd marriage and ridicu- | 
lous children. Not me. I wanted to be very | 
clever, to take 


rich and very care of | 
Mother and not to need any man to make | 
me happy. I would be happy and I would | 
know that / was the one who caused it. | 

That’s why there was a big change in me | 
after the accident—like the way I felt 
about school, for instance. Mother and 
Daddy had always despaired of my ever 
becoming a good student. I had the brains 
to do anything I wanted, but I hadn’t had 


the power of concentration. I had always 


day-dreamed my way through classes and 
done just enough homework and studying 
to achieve a grudging passing grade. 
Now, I found myself hungry for knowl- 
edge, eager to make the best marks, pay- 


ing close attention in class, spending long 
hours at my books and taking pride in| 
i { 


turning in neat and praiseworthy home- 
work. Mother was amazed at the change | 
and the teachers were so gratified that it | 
made me proud. I was proud, too, that the 
progress I was making was all part of my 
deep-held secret. Being smart, I knew, was 
the key to being successful. And that was 
what my young life was devoted to: be- 
coming a success. I didn’t know what ca- 
reer I wanted, but I knew that whatever it 
was, I’d be topnotch at it and attract a 
lot of attention in the world—and make 


a lot of money. 

My determination became even stronger 
when I began to observe the difference that 
Daddy’s death made in the way we lived. | 
We’d only had a modest income before 
Daddy died. But he was such a good pro- 
vider and Mother such a terrific manager 
that I’d always had the idea there was 
plenty of money about and nothing ever 
to cause us worry or deprivation. But now 
Mother had a part-time job and there 
weren’t the small luxuries like strawberry 
shortcakes and whipped cream and other 
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“surprises” which Mother had loved to pro- 
duce with such regularity that they were 
never really surprises. 

We'd have all the luxuries again when 
I grew up, I vowed to myself. 

In fact, I found a way to help out even 
before I was too grown. 


i] FOUND the way with the help of Mr. 
Barry, the florist, who’d been Daddy’s 
closest friend. It was my sixteenth birth- 
day, and Mr. Barry had sent me a note to 
stop by his shop on my way from school. 
He always kept track of birthdays of his 
close friends and best customers and gave 
them gifts. But the finest gift he ever gave 
away, as far as I’m concerned, was the 
opportunity I received to work in the Barry 
Flower Shop. Mr. Barry didn’t have this 
in mind when he sent for me. He and his 
wife had bought me a lovely necklace, 
which they gave me in a tiny, white box 
with a card that read: “To a nice little 
lady who’s growing up fast.” I was so 
grateful that tears filled my eyes. Next to 
Mother. they were the closest people to me. 
Mrs. Barry sent me for some ice cream to 
go with the cake she had made to salute 
my birthday. We had a wonderful party, 
just the three of us, interrupted only by 
the constant noise of the alarm buzzer 
which sounded when a customer entered 
the store downstairs. 

“They sure keep him busy, don’t they, 
Aunt Martha?” I said. I had always called 
Ed and Martha Barry aunt and uncle. 

I saw a shadow of worry go across her 
face. 

“Yes, Janie, business is wonderful and 
I don’t suppose I ought to complain. But 
I’m getting worried about Ed. He’s work- 
ing himself to death, almost. Taking care 
of the shop, then at night, working on the 
books and everything. You know, I used 
to be able to take a great deal off his 
shoulders, but with these migraine head- 
aches I’ve been having for the past two 
years, I can’t get up and down those steps 
and I’m not much help to him on keeping 
the records.” 

She sighed. 

“Really dependable help is so hard to 
find these days, too,” she murmured. 

Right then and there an electric light 
bulb of an idea lit up in my brain. Here 
I'd been wondering what I could do to 
make it easier for Mother and I’d never 
thought of the possibility of making some 
money by helping out in the Barrys’ shop. 
It would be perfect. I could learn to handle 
customers and help with the books and 
records. Then, when slow hours came 
along, I could do some of the studying and 
homework which I would be doing at home 
anyhow. I could work part-time after 
school. It would be a big relief to the 
Barrys and a great help to Mother and me. 

I thought it out very carefully before I 
mentioned it. I wanted to be certain they 
could have no arguments that I couldn’t 
answer. Then, as Aunt Martha was wrap- 
ping a piece of cake for Mother just be- 


o2 


fore I was getting ready to leave, I blurted 
out my idea. 

Aunt Martha and Uncle Ed stared at 
each other as if each were waiting for the 
other’s opinion, then they both looked at 
me. 
“Well?” I asked anxiously. “Am I 
hired? I'll work for just a little money and 
I'll work hard and you'll never be sorry.” 

They both laughed at my eagerness. 
Then Uncle Ed asked doubtfully: “What 
about your Mother? Do you think she'll 
approve.” 

“I know she will,” I cried excitedly. 
“She’s got to.” 

The upshot of it was that, if I could get 
mother to say yes, I could start to work 
immediately. 

All the way home, I tried to figure out 
how to overcome the objections I knew 
Mother would raise. Like me, she had her 
deep-seated pride. Furthermore, like most 
mothers, she was unwilling to admit that 
I was really growing up. 

It turned out I had a pretty tough time 
with her about it. It wasn’t until I got 
through to her by storming and crying that 
she realized how badly I wanted her per- 
mission. Then, reluctantly she gave in, 
making me promise that I’d save most of 
the money I earned for college. My going 
to college was one of mother’s fondest 
dreams. I made the promise with my fin- 
gers crossed and hoped God would forgive 
me, for I didn’t intend to keep it. I had 
ideas much more interesting than getting 
stuck in some stuffy old university. In fact, 
now I knew that I had discovered the ca- 
reer I wanted to follow. As far as I knew, 
there weren’t too many Negro women flo- 
rists and, with my imagination, my already 
developing good, hard business sense, and 
what the Barrys could teach me, I’d have 
an excellent opportunity. Still, I never had 
the slightest doubt that I could become 
wealthy in the business. 

The following Monday afternoon, after 
school, I started to work. It was ten times 
as fascinating as I had expected. Uncle 
Ed cared for flowers with a tender love. To 
him, the different varieties had personali- 
ties, individualities. He schooled me care- 
fully to recognize the different species, to 
care for them, to display them, to love them 
as he did. I went through all the business 
of arranging floral pieces and assembling 
corsages. I watched and absorbed his won- 
derful technique of dealing with customers, 
sizing them up as to whether they were 
the type who knew what they wanted or 
had to be told. It was amazing how much 
I learned about different people, many of 
whom I thought I already knew. It was a 
revelation that grumpy-mannered old 
Harry Harder sent his mousy little wife a 
bouquet of roses every Wednesday after- 
noon; that Dr. Jimmy Sylvan, who had al- 
ways seemed like an ideal husband, had his 
secretary order gardenias for a lady who 
the delivery boy confided, was a “hot henna 
blonde.” 

I learned so swiftly that Uncle Ed and 


Aunt Martha were amazed. They’d started 
me off on a small but adequate salary, 
thinking I'd only answer the phone, writ 
down orders and do minor things aroun{ 
the place. But soon, I was able to hand 
any situation which arose, giving Uncle Ej 
time to rest up. When summer vacatiop 
came along I got my diploma from the 
Barrys. They offered me full-time employ. 
ment for the summer at a nice fat figure 

“You’re worth every penny, dear,” Aunt 
Martha assured me. “You’ve been a bless. 
ing to us.” 

When I told Mother about my summer 
job, she was overjoyed. This somewhat sur. 
prised me because I had expected opposi. 
tion just as she had opposed me when | 
wanted to work part-time. Thinking abou 
it, I realized how the little extra money | 
had been earning had made things easier 
for her, how some of the comforts we had 
to give up after Daddy’s death had heen 
restored. This change in Mother convinced 
me of one thing: money could change any. 
one’s mind. It was all very well to talk 
about being poor and proud and to strike 
noble attitudes about poverty and pity rich 
folks, but money was—to my mind—the 
most powerful thing on earth. It was my 
intention to have plenty of that power. 

Not only did I intend to become wealthy, 
I knew how I was going to do it. Ther 
would be no college for me—regardless of 
what Mother had to say. I was going to 
work hard and learn all I could from the 
Barrys. I was going to save as much money 
as possible and, someday, not too far of 
either, I was going to have my first flower 
shop. In fact I visualized a chain of such 
shops. People would have laughed if they 
could have known the ambitiousness of my 
ideas. But, to my mind, nothing was in- 
possible if one was willing te work for it 


WHEN YOU’VE GOT your mind ani 

heart set on a goal, often Fate seem: 
to clear the way to success. By a highl 
coincidental chain of circumstances, | 
found myself headed in the direction | 
wanted to go long before I thought I'd lk 
able to. The circumstances were unfortv: 
nate for my dear friends the Barrys, bu! 
they were perfect for me. By the time! 
graduated from high school, Uncle Ed ani 
Aunt Martha were proudly proclaiming 
that I knew the florist business from the 
word go. I had even had experience it 
buying and I had my fingers on every 
phase of the operation. That summer wé 
my second full-time season with them ani 
just as it was coming to an end ani 
Mother was beginning to insist that | 
do something definite about college, the 
Barrys got into a tough spot. Aunt Mar 
tha’s doctor told her she’d have to leavt 
that part of the country, that change © 
climate was absolutely esseptial for he 
condition. The Barrys had saved a tidy sw? 
of money, but Uncle Ed worried tertibh 
about allowing his wife to go away withou! 
him. In twenty-five years of marriage. thes 
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had never been separated. Yet, he hated to 
leave the business. 

I saw this as an opportunity to do some- 
thing for my friends and aiso to test my- 
self as to my ability to run the business. I 
proposed that they take their trip and leave 
me to manage the shop. I could do so for 
a trial period, then, if they were satisfied 
with things. Mother and I could move into 
the apartment upstairs and we could have 
a permanent arrangement. 

Uncle Ed stared at me intently as I out- 
lined my plan. I didn’t blame him in the 
least. After all, when you’ve built up a 
successful business over a period of years, 
it’s tough to think of turning over the reins 
to someone else, regardless of how much 
confidence you may have in that person. 
But Aunt Martha broke the silence. 

“She can do it, Ed,” she declared eager- 
ly. “I know she can.” 

That settled it. 

Mother reluctantly agreed. I didn’t tell 
her the whole truth about the matter. I 
managed to make it appear as if my run- 
ning the shop would be a temporary thing. 
Mother exacted the promise that my work- 
ing for the Barrys would be only a post- 
ponement of my going to college. I was 
ready to agree to anything to gain my 
point. 

The night before the Barrys left held as 
much suspense and anticipation for me as 
though I were a small child waiting for 
Christmas Day to dawn. 

“You’re on your own,” I kept whispering 
to myself. “You’re really on your own.” 

I had been an apt pupil. With the loyal 
help of Dan, the delivery boy, who nursed 
an ill-econcealed crush on me, I was able to 
settle down into the saddle easily. I opened 
up an hour earlier than the Barrys had, 
organized my work for the day and went 
through it smoothly. I was genuinely proud 
when the end of the first month rolled 
around and I mailed the Barrys a neat re- 
port, along with a check for all the receipts 
over and above money necessary for oper- 
ating costs. That’s the way things went for 
the entire summer. Then I received a wire 
fom Uncle Ed. He was flying in for a 
weekend to discuss future plans. 

I knew the crisis had arrived. Things 
would have te be settled between Mother 
and me. I knew that Uncle Ed would be 
pleased. He would be particularly gratified 
toread a framed clipping which hung over 
my desk in the shop. It was taken from 
the leading daily newspaper and it was a 
feature interview about the ambitious high 
school girl who had learned to manage her 
boss’ shop. Of course, I’d never admit that 
Ihad worked some angles through a copy 
boy I knew on the paper to get the story 
printed. But the thing I wanted to accom- 
plish—and it worked—was to spotlight 
some attention on the shop and to bring in 
more business. Since the story had ap- 
peared, receipts had been increasing beau- 
tifully, 

The night before Uncle Ed arrived, I 

ad my first serious quarrel with Mother. 
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I confessed to her that I had given the 
Barrys the impression that I could con- 
tinue to run the shop for them. 

“But what about your college, dear?” 
Mother demanded anxiously. 

I took a deep breath. 

“My mind is made up, Mother,” I told 
her. “I’m not going to college. An educa- 
tion is supposed to prepare you for the 
work you want to do. Well, I’ve found my 
life’s work.” 

Mother argued, reasoned, cried and 
pleaded. But I was as immovable as gran- 
ite. We had a fairly stormy session before 
she finally resignedly agreed. I smiled to 
myself at my victory. Money, as I had dis- 
covered before, could swing almost any- 
thing. I had no doubt that Mother’s re- 
sistance had been substantially weakened 
by the consideration that we would now be 
living rent-free, that, instead of drawing 
on her resources for college tuition and 
expenses, I would be bringing in a hand- 
some income. Then too, the nest egg of 
approximately two thousand dollars which 
she and Daddy had struggled to save for 
my education would be there in the bank 
in reserve against any emergency. Oh yes, 
money made all the difference in the world, 
even to one’s mother. 

Uncle Ed was more than satisfied to go 
through with the original agreement, with 
one exception. He insisted on making a 
new salary arrangement. I was to receive 
the same full-time salary. But, in addition, 
I was to be paid ten per cent monthly on 
the gross business. 

“Tt’s no favor, Janie,” he explained hap- 
pily. “You’re doing better with the busi- 
ness than we have ever done. It’s your new, 
fresh ideas which are responsible. I’ve 
found out that when you give a person an 
incentive over and above an unexciting sal- 
ary, it means bigger results.” 

As far as I was concerned, I was sitting 
on top of the world. 

Everything in life which I had hoped for 
was coming true—everything except the 
nagging thing that worried me when the 
moments came when there was nothing to 
do but sit and think; the nagging thing 
that worried me almost every night just be- 
fore I fell off into sleep. 

I was beginning to feel the loneliness of 
not having friends, of never having a date, 
of never coming into contact with any sort 
of social life. ’'d believed that I was im- 
mune to these desires. And, at first, I tried 
to convince myself that the frivolous things 
of life didn’t matter. But, after all, I was 
young and I was human. And, regardless 
of how a woman may deceive herself, the 
moments come when companionship is the 
most desired thing on earth. 

I began to think about the many times 
Mother had passed a hint about my teen- 
age old-maidishness. 

“You stick too close to home and to 
work and study, dear,” she’d say. “Oh, I 
know you've got plenty of time to think of 
love and marriage, but it is nice for a 
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young girl to have wholesome friends, boys 
and girls.” 

I'd had lots of friends before I got that 
driving obsession to conquer the world; be- 
fore I began burning up all my energies 
with study and with work in the shop. I 
remembered the laughter of our gang of 
boys and girls, the sly hints at love-making 
and of mysteries on park benches and in- 
trigues in dark hallways. 

And, working in the shop didn’t help me 
forget the strange yearnings which were 
becoming stronger in me. There were hints 
of romance every day. The kids who came 
in to order corsages for the girls they were 
taking to junior proms; the arm-in-arm, 
strolling sweethearts who paused in front 
of the window, admiring the flowers; the 
young men who brought their laughing 
girls in to order a bunch of violets or 
something not over a dollar—but as pre- 
cious to the girls as priceless jewels. 

I was doing the work I wanted to do; 
realizing the achievement I had desired, 
but I was lost in a swelling tide of loneli- 
ness and frustration. Worse, I knew no 
way to escape. I had so completely severed 
all social contacts. There wasn’t any one 
I dared tell about the fix I was in. 

Just when it seemed I could stand the 
agony of it no longer, Johnny came my 
way. 


OHNNY WAS Danny’s brother. Danny, 

the cute, loyal delivery boy who’d al- 
ways looked at me with such vanquished 
eyes. Danny worshipped his older brother, 
the way he had an adolescent crush on 
me. Only Johnny was a permanently bright 
fixture in Danny’s life. I'd often heard him 
mention Johnny; how handsome he was, 
how strong, how well-liked—and how good 
he was to Danny, giving him clothes and 
helping him with his school work. 

Johnny came briskly into the shop one 
afternoon when I was beginning to get 
worried about Danny’s whereabouts. Danny 
hadn’t shown up. He was an hour late, an 
unusual thing for him. I had a worried 
pre-occupation on my face as I stepped 
forward to greet the broad-shouldered 
young man who I thought to be another 
customer. My mind was on the fact that 
the orders were piling up and, if Danny 
didn’t show, I'd be in a bad mess. 

The young man looked me over criti- 
cally. 

“You're Janie, aren’t you?” he asked in 
a slow, almost hesitant voice. 

I stared. 

“Excuse me,” the young man said. He 
blushed as realization of his failure to 
properly introduce himself. It was a charm- 
ing blush and it made me more embar- 
rassed, I’m sure, than he was. 

“Excuse me,” he repeated. “I’m Johnny 
Hall—Danny’s brother. He asked me to 
call you, but I thought I’d come by. Dan- 
ny’s got a horrible cold and Mom won’t 
let him budge outside the door. I think 
he’s sicker about not being able to come 
to work for you than he is with his cold. 


” 









That kid thinks you’re the cat’s meoy. 
Talks about you all the time. That’s why 
I knew exactly who you were.” 

Usually, I was terribly shy with me 
who presumed to become friendly. By 
there was no getting around the vibra 
warmth which Danny’s brother gave of 
Not returning friendliness for his woul 
be like pushing away the affectionate nog 
of a puppy. 

In spite of my inner panic about the 
orders, I smiled. 

“Well, we’ve got something in common, 
Mr. Hall,” I told him. “He spends all his 
spare time on the job talking about you,” 

Johnny grinned with embarrassment. 

“That kid,” he said, brushing off the 
tribute. “He told me to tell you, if you'r 
stuck with orders, there’s a friend of his 
you can depend on to take his place for 
today. Danny says he’ll beat the pants of 
his buddy if he messes you up.” 

We laughed merrily together. I realized 
with distinct shock that I hadn’t laughed 
like that or felt so good for longer than | 
could recall. Johnny gave me the telephone 
number of Danny’s buddy. I called and the 
boy said he’d come right over. 

Johnny and I chatted for a few minutes, 
talking mostly about Danny. The thing 
we were saying weren’t important and both 
of us knew we were using any excuse to 
prolong the conversation. Finally, there 
wasn’t any excuse left. 

“Well,” Johnny said. “I guess I'll be 
going.” 

But he stood in the same spot, looking 
at me, almost as if he wanted me to find 
a reason why he shouldn’t go. 

I couldn’t think of a reason—not one! 
could say in words. 

“Yup,” Johnny tried again. “Got to be 
getting along. I work nights, you knov. 
Have to get plenty of sleep during the 
day.” 

I wanted to ask him why he worked 
nights instead of days, where he worked. 
I wanted to ask him just anything to keep 
him there a few more minutes, but I real. 
ized I was being foolish. 

“Okay, Johnny,” I said, trying the feel 
of his first name. “Okay.” 

His face lit up with the captivating grin. 

“That’s right, call me Johnny, Miss—l 
mean Janie,” he said. He was backing fool- 
ishly out of the shop and almost upset 2 
large plant. “Ill see you some time- 
some time soon,” he said desperately as he 
reached the door. “Maybe real soon.” 

“I hope so, Johnny,” I said softly so he 
couldn’t hear it at all. I said it and I meant 
it. I had the darndest, tender, ridiculou: 
feeling, like all of a sudden I didn’t have 
to be lonely anymore. 

Danny came back to work the next day. 
He had a peculiar look in his eyes, like he 
was bursting with a secret. I tried to ignort 
it most of the afternoon, then I said: 
“Look, young man, why are you looking 
like the cat that ate the mouse?” 
Danny’s small eyes popped. 

“Oh, nothin’,” he said, moving out of m 
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range. But I knew happily what the score 
was. 1 knew that Danny and Johnny had 
been discussing me now that big brother 
had met me. I felt pretty good, thinking of 
Johnny having my name on his tongue. 

[ thought about him often during the 
next few days, chiding myself always for 
being silly. A good looking guy like that 
wouldn’t have any time to waste on some- 
one like me. He could get really pretty 
girls, girls whose folks already had some- 
thing I was trying to get—financial inde- 
pendence. That was the way I thought 
about it. 

But I was thrilled to the toes when 
Johnny turned up casually about a week 
later near closing time. 

“Hi, Janie,” he greeted me. I loved the 
way he said my name. “I stopped by to 
give the kid a lift home. Hope you don’t 
mind.” 

“Of course not, Johnny. He’s out on an 
order. Ought to be back any minute. Have 
a seat.” 

Johnny sat, watching me as I deftly but 
self-consciously stabbed flowers and fern 
into a wreath. 

“You sure know that stuff,” he spoke 
up, after a few minutes. “Strange to see 
ayoung kid like you working so hard and 
doing it so good.” 

“Why strange?” I demanded over my 
shoulder. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said. “Hey, you ever 
go out, have dates, I mean?” 

I could feel the blood rushing to my 
face. Why should he ask it like this? A 
question I’d been dying to hear, but not 
this way. Could Danny have told him I 
never seemed to have dates? 

“Of course, I have dates.” 
sharply. “Don’t most girls?” 

“Gosh, Janie, I didn’t mean it like that.” 
Johnny’s voice was full of awe like he’d 
been caught committing a sin. “I just 
meant—well, I’d like to have a date with 
you—that is, if you don’t have a jealous 
boy friend.” 

Ithrew my head back and laughed. You 
couldn’t be angry with Johnny five sec- 
onds. I turned and looked at him. 

“I don’t have a jealous boy friend. I 
don’t have a boy friend. And I'd love to go 
out with you, Johnny,” I told him. 

That’s how it all began. My first date. 
What a wonderful, memorable night. 
Mother was as excited as I was. She fussed 
around, helping me to get ready, asking 
me questions about Johnny. She acted like 
it was her date. It was a perfect spring 
evening, the air was cool and faintly stir- 
ting. Johnny took me to see a play. It was 
4 wonderful experience. I’d never seen 
anything I could think of as more magic 
than a movie. Then we went to a cute club 
with intimate booths and melodiously soft 
music on the juke box. 

I had my first highball and Johnny 
drank big gulps of beer. We got to know 
tach other right then and there. At last I 
had someone to talk to freely about my 
life ambitions. 


I said a bit 


“Whew,” Johnny whistled softly when 
I'd finished talking. “Why, you’re gonna 
be richer than Mrs. Rockefeller, Junior. 
In fact, think I'll call you Junior.” 


ND THAT’S HOW —to Johnny — for 
+*% years after I got to be “Junior” in- 
stead of Janie. It was an odd thing to be 
called but it was dear because Johnny 
called me that. 

I wasn’t lonely for a long time after that. 
Johnny saw to it. We had the most wonder- 
ful times together. On Johnny’s night off, 
we'd see a movie or play. On Sunday after- 
noons, with Danny taking over the shop 
for a few hours, we’d go for long strolls or 
leisurely drives out of the city into green 
country stretches. I invited Johnny up for 
dinner one of those Sundays and he com- 
pletely captivated Mother. 

Having Johnny’s friendship and com- 
pany didn’t affect me the way it would have 
affected the average girl. Most young wom- 
an fortunate enough to be keeping company 
with such a charming, good looking fellow 
would have dreamed of engagements rings, 


marriage, babies and all that. Nothing 
could have been further from my mind. 


Strangely, the effect that Johnny’s friend- 
ship had on me was to give me a boundless 
new fund of inspiration about my work. I 
began thinking of expanding the shop. I 
had observed that the really big shops in 
town were those which carried advertising 
in the daily papers. I began running ads. 
The copy boy friend of Danny’s who had 
first got me some publicity in the leading 
daily. was now a copywriter. He helped me 
lay out really attractive advertising and 
think up gimmicks which would bring in 
new business. The campaign was very suc- 
cessful. 

I'd been going with Johnny for a year 
when the business reached such propor- 
tions that I had to take over an adjoining 
store. hire another delivery boy to assist 
Danny who was graduating into sort of 
salesman and assistant manager, and hire 
a part-time salesgirl and bookkeeper. 

All this was done. of course, with the 
approval of Uncle Ed, who had now come 
to the point where he relaxed, okayed 
every suggestion I made by long-distance 
phone, and enjoyed the increased profits. 

It was when I was getting ready to take 
my next big step that Johnny proposed. 
Uncle Ed’s flower shop was now doing ca- 
pacity business. There was hardly any 
more progress which could be made there 
and the important thing was to keep it up 
to standard, to keep getting fresh ideas to 
hold the business we had. Now I had my 
eye on a higher goal. The shop I was man- 
aging was in a Negro neighborhood. But 
in the downtown section of the city, I had 
been noticing that good, modern florists 
were scarce. The minute my eye was at- 
tracted to a medium-sized, vacant store for 
lease in the busiest part of the shopping 
district, my plan crystallized. I wanted 
Uncle Ed to open another flower shop. 
Only, in this one, I wanted to be his part- 


ner. Some people might have scoffed at 
the idea of opening a florist shop in a white 
neighborhood. But, the way I thought 
about things, if you have good service and 
superior products to offer, there is no black 
or white. On an impulse, I contacted the 
real estate agent for the vacant store, 
talked over my idea and came out of his 
office, having left a check for one hundred 
dollars as a deposit on the lease. Now, it 
was up to me to sell Uncle Ed. 

Mother had close to three thousand dol- 
lars in the bank—including the money 
she’d been saving for my college. I’d saved 
another two thousand. With Uncle Ed’s 
confidence in my ability to produce, an in- 
vestment of five thousand dollars ought to 
be sufficient for him to be willing to be- 
come partners with me in the new store. 
I wrote him a long, detailed letter, setting 
forth my plan. Then I sat back and waited 
anxiously for his reply. 

That same evening, Johnny and I had 
a date. We saw an awfully romantic movie 
which I could have enjoyed much more if 
my mind hadn’t been so concentrated on 
my dream about the new shop. Johnny sug- 
gested we go for a drive out to one of our 
favorite country spots and I agreed. 

Johnny and I had been through such ro- 
mantic interludes before, but this night 
there was a new intensity in his kisses, a 
frightening foreboding of the words that 
were to come. 

“IT love you, Junior,” he whispered fi- 
nally. “Marry me. Marry me as soon as we 
can get the license.” 

“Oh, no, Johnny, no,” I said, pulling 
away from him. 

“Why not?” he demanded. “Surely you 
feel the same way I do after all these 
months.” 

“No, I don’t feel the same way, Johnny.” 
I said. “I won’t let myself. I don’t want to 
get so entangled with love that I can’t see 
straight, not before I accomplish the things 
I want to accomplish. Marriage brings too 
many responsibilities, Johnny, caring for 
your home, your husband, maybe babies. 
No, I’ve got to have a one-track mind to 
succeed. I know that.” 

“And what will success bring you that 
happiness can’t?” Johnny asked stub- 
bornly. 

“Johnny, happiness is money,” I de- 
clared impatiently. 

Johnny stared at me in deep horror. “Do 
you really believe that?” he wanted to 
know. 

“Of course I do,” I told him. “What’s 
wrong with it?” 

Without another word Johnny started up 
the car and headed for home, not saying 
a word all the way. When he gave me a 
stiff “Good night,” it was the last I was to 
see of him for a long while. 

But I didn’t have time to grieve over it 
immediately. For the next afternoon, there 
was a wire from Uncle Ed. He was flying 
in to talk over my proposal. His telegram 
left no doubt that he was sold on the idea. 
Now, I thought grimly, Johnny and anyone 
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else who thought me a fool for my ambi- 
tions would find out how much of a fool 
I was. 

Before my break-up with Johnny I had 
considered myself ambitious, hard-work- 
ing. But now I had even more inspiration 
and drive. If it killed me, I was determined 
to show Johnny a thing or two. I threw 
myself into the job of establishing the new 
shop and making certain that the old one 
was kept up to par. With a blank check 
of approval from Uncle Ed, I outdid my- 
self to make the downtown place beautiful 
and different. I hired my copywriter friend 
on a part-time basis to work up new adver- 
tising ideas and campaigns. I had an elab- 
orate opening. When the doors opened, I 
had spent hundreds of dollars for exploi- 
tation, but as the customers filed in, I 
knew the place would go over with a bang. 

Everything I touched turned to gold. 
Within six months the new shop was show- 
ing an enormous profit. A year later, I 
acquired a place across the street and 
moved the new shop over there. We needed 
the space. I now had a staff of eight people 
working at both shops. I no longer had to 
attend to details. My job was purely su- 
pervisory. The fool-proof systems of oper- 
ation, bookkeeping and advertising I had 
set up were phenomenally successful. Per- 
haps my proudest moment came when 
Mother said to me one day: “Janie, I’m so 
glad you fought me about going to college, 
I don’t know what to do.” 


HE MISFORTUNE of the. Barrys al- 

ways seemed to work to my advantage. 
I had come into the managing end of the 
flower business because of Aunt Martha’s 
illness. I became a well-to-do woman when 
I was twenty-five because of their deaths. 
Aunt Martha and Uncle Ed were killed in 
a plane crash two years after the new shop 
got going. Having no children or close rel- 
atives, they had left everything to me in 
their will—the old shop, their interest in 
the new one, the building in which the old 
shop was housed and a very substantial 
sum of money. With two going businesses 
and a large bank account, a building of my 
own, I was an unusual success story for 
one so young. 

I still wasn’t satisfied. My next idea was 
a combination flower-shop and greeting 
card mart in the heart of the suburban 
district. I found a spot, took it over and 
hired a staff. 

Next I turned my attention to getting 
some pleasure for Mother and me out of 
the fortune I was building. I bought a 
sumptuous home in a neighborhood where 
Negroes had never lived before. It was a 
wonderful ranch house, brand new and as 
stylish as could be. For Mother, it was a 
dream place. It was lucky I was able to 
give her a year of this kind of happiness, 
of living in a home like that and having 
plenty of clothes and a servant. She died a 
year after we moved in. 

Now, I was truly desperate. With Mother 
gone, I had absolutely no one. I had 


achieved my goal, realized my dreams, but 
along the way I had lost everyone who had 
ever counted: Mother, Aunt Martha, Uncle 
Ed—and Johnny. I had tried to believe 
that Johnny meant nothing more to me. I 
hadn’t seen him now for at least five years. 
Even Danny, who had become full-fledged 
manager of the old shop and settled down 
with a wife, never mentioned his brother 
in my presence. Stopping to take an ac- 
counting of myself, after Mother’s death, 
I realized that the tremendous drive I had 
waged to get where I was had been my 
technique of trying to forget Johnny’s 
sweetness and devotion, his love for me. 
With my money, social position and con- 
tacts, I knew I could meet many eligible 
men. I tried that for a while, going into 
society, buying new clothes, purchasing a 
beautiful car and jewelry, doing all the 
required things. But none of it worked. 
Each new man was but a comparison with 
Johnny; each new experience was some- 
thing that should have been shared with 
Johnny. I had to find him, to know if he 
still cared. 

I swallowed my pride and asked Danny. 
What I learned from him filled me with 
hope. Johnny was working on the same job 
where he had been promoted to foreman. 
Most important of all, he had followed my 
progress closely. He had told Danny he 
would never marry. Only then did I know 
how much I had hurt him. 

Now, no sacrifice in pride seemed too 
great. I dialed the telephone number 
Danny gave me. At first, his voice seemed 
deeper, strange somehow, and then I real- 
ized my own voice sounded strange in re- 
ply, saying the casual things—“It’s so nice 
to talk to you again ... Why haven’t you 
called me...I hope you’ve been well .. .” 
strange sounds from a woman in love. 

“Oh, Johnny,” I said in final despera- 
tion, “I’ve missed you so terribly. Please 
—please, can’t I see you?” 

And so it started all over again with 
Johnny and me. Only this time he stayed 
a little distant, a little cautious, and I knew 
that he would never again offer himself to 
me; that instead, I must offer myself to 
him. 

When we left a movie one night, I in- 
vited him in for a drink and, I had de- 
cided, to let him know how lonely I was. 
That if he still wanted me— 

Johnny only looked at me quietly as I 
talked, and after I had finished, I went over 
and sat on the arm of his chair. Looking 
down into his eyes, I could see that he was 
fighting both me and himself. Then I bent 
my head and kissed him—the way he had 
kissed me that night long ago when he had 
asked me to marry him. I felt his lips re- 
lax, respond, surrender. His strong arms 
went around me, his hands caressing. 

“T’'m yours, Johnny,” I whispered. “I’m 
yours, right now and forever.” 

He couldn’t resist. All the pent-up desire 
which had been inside him and all the 
yearning and loneliness inside of me flowed 
together into one violent, sweet force. 





E WERE MARRIED the following 
month. Johnny wanted to get married 
immediately, but I insisted on a fabulous 
church wedding. Not that I cared for tha 
sort of thing really, but, always the busi. 
ness woman, I knew that it would pay divi. 
dends in publicity and prestige for my 
shops. I didn’t even realize that Johnny 
knew why I was doing it this way, and 
that he resented it, but went along tp 
please me. 
Everything Johnny did, from the time 
we became man and wife, was to please 
me. I insisted that he leave his job and 
become general manager of my enterprises, 
I explained to him that his old job, a la. 
borer’s job really, just didn’t fit in with his 
new home and his new wife. Johnny loved 
that job. He was good at it and it gaye 
him pride, but this fact I ignored. I also 
overlooked the truth about the job and 
title I gave him. They were empty. I had 
been used to bossing things for so long and 
was so confident of my ability that Johnny 
actually became a well-paid messenger boy, 
Then there was the matter of children, 
I was horrified when Johnny told me frank. 
ly that he wanted at least three: two boys 
and a girl. I asked him if he thought I wa: 
fool enough to get myself tied down like 
that and lose grip on the businesses. | 
pointed out that my appearance meant a 
great deal in business and that I had mo 
intention of losing my figure or getting fat 
and flabby from child-bearing. Maybe 
later, after I’d followed through on my 
plans, I promised. 


Johnny wanted to know what my plans | 


were. I told him I’d thought of acquiring 
a few more shops. Johnny couldn’t under. 
stand this. I was rich enough, he argued. 
He always talked about our money as my 
money, my house, my cars. I thought it 
was silly male pride rebelling against my 
success. We quarrelled about the new 
shops I had in mind. Then Johnny told me 
to go ahead and do what I wanted. It was 
my money, wasn’t it? 

I’d changed tremendously after mar 
riage. I had a deep contempt for the won: 
en who had been girls in my high school 
days and who had laughed behind my back 
at my ambitions. I was contemptuous too 
of the society folk who never would have 
paid me the slightest attention had I gone 
to college and become a social worker ot 
a teacher. Now that they saw my success 
and wealth, they fell all over me. I made 
no secret of my dislike for these people 
and even while I accepted their hospitality, 
I sneered at them, not too subtly. I outdid 
them at every turn. I gave bigger, more 
elaborate parties than they did. I wort 
more expensive minks and costlier dia 
monds. And all the while, Johnny partic: 
pated in this fantastically artificial atmos 
phere, never murmuring a werd of protest 

His silence fooled me. I didn’t know thal 
he was boiling up inside with a daily it 
creasing hatred for the parasitic life I hal 
led him into. 

When Johnny couldn’t take it any more, 

















a| 
ge 


an 
sul 
ani 
yol 
can 


to | 
unc 


esty a 
in life 





ollowing 
married 
fabulous 
for that 
he busi. 
pay divi. 
for my 
Johnny 
yay, and 
ilong to 


the time 
oO please 
job and 
er prises, 
ob, a la 





with his | 
ny loved | 
it gave 
1. : also 
job and 
y. I had | 
long and | 
t Johnny | 
iger boy, | 
children, | 
e frank. | 
wo boys | 
ht I was f 
ywn like | 
esses, | | 
meant a 
had no 
tting fat 
Maybe 


on my 


ry plans 
cquiring 
t under- 
argued, 
y as my 
ought it 
1inst my 
he new 
told me 
|. It was 


er mal: 
he won 
nh school 
my back 
10us too 
ld have 
1 I gone 
orker or 
success 
I made 

people 
pitality, 
I outdid 
T, more 
I wore 
ier dia 
partic 
| atmos 
protest 
ow that 
laily in 


e I had 


y more, 





he rebelled. Without even consulting me, 
he got his old job back. 

“What will people think?” I demanded. 
“You could at least consider what harm 
youre doing to my standing in the com- 
munity. Why, I’d have been glad to open 
a business of some sort for you, something 
of your own, something respectable.” 

That was the day that Johnny stood in 
this living room and let me know that he 
was sorry he had married me. 

“You see, Junior, what I failed to real- 
ize is that you don’t love me. You want to 
own me. Add me to your other possessions. 
I'm not a husband. I’m a hired man—as 
much as your chauffeur or your book- 
keeper.” 

“At least, if you are a hired man, you’re 
a pretty well-paid one,” I flung at him. 

That was when he lost his temper alto- 
gether. 

“You can buy Cadillacs and mink coats 
and jewelry,” he shouted. “You can buy 
summer estates and Bermuda vacations 
and a phony place in phony society. But 
you can’t buy love, Junior. At least, you 
can’t buy mine. But you don’t believe me. 
You're too selfish and shallow and insecure 
to believe me. That’s why I’m leaving you, 
understand? That’s why!” 

And then he left. 

I couldn’t believe that he was really 
gone; that he wouldn’t come back to make 
up. We had quarrelled before. But he 
didn’t return this time. 

I thought about his words. Insecure! 
Me? With my property and enterprises 
and large bank accounts? Ridiculous. 

But it wasn’t ridiculous. It was true. It 
took sleepless nights and eatless days and 
heartache and longing for Johnny to prove 
itto me. It took a slump in my energy and 
ambition and the frightening effect these 
lapses had on my businesses within the 
next few months to show me that I was in- 
secure. I'd been that way practically all 
my life. And with all I had, I needed some- 
thing—love. But now I knew that you have 
to give love to earn it. 

That’s why I went a few 
months back and told I had 
done. I’d retired from active management 
of the business. I’d put Danny in charge 
of everything and, aside from consulting 
on major decisions and generally supervis- 


Johnny 
him what 


ing things, I was out of it. 

“T’ve learned my lesson, Johnny. 
to be a housewife—your housewife—and 
I want babies—at least three—two boys 
and a girl.” 

He looked at me—a long, level look. 

“Well, Junior, what are we waiting for,” 
he growled, he-man-like, “Let’s go home.” 

I'm lucky. Not because I’m wealthy or 
because of what I own. I’m lucky because 
I got another chance before it was too late. 
I'm lucky because I found out that true 
wealth is in the hearts of humans and that 
the simplest things on earth—love, hon- 
esty and kindness—are the dearest things 


in life. THE END 


I want 
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IN A DAY 


**I am a part-time Blair 
Dealer and have 175 satis- 
fied customers. I have 
made $31.85 in a day and 
have been able to pay 
bills I owed.’ 


Rev. T. M. Dixon, Ga. 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 
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“*] was hounded by bills 
until I started to sell 
Blair Products. They 
helped me get out of 
I’ve made $20 in a day and have 
about 225 customers.’’ 

Mrs. Georgia Thomas, Mich. 

Exceptional Blair Dealer 
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“It is a pleasure to 
sell Blair Products. I 
have made up to$12.00 
in an hour and as 
much as $25.00 ina 
day.” 

J. H. Ruffin, Ohio 

Exceptional Blair Dealer 
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TRIAL 
SEND NO MONEY! 


YOU can be just as happy and successful as the 
exceptional Blair Dealers above—and I’ ll help 
you prove it for yourself! I'll send you a val- 
uable Kit filled with full-sized Blair Products 
worth $2.40, retail value, selected from the vast 
Blair Line of over 200 important household 
products (Flavorings, Foods, Cosmetics, etc.) 
every home needs and uses every day of the 
year. Show friends, neighbors and relatives in 
full time or spare time, and see how quickl 
they order from you. YOU MAKE BI 
PROFITS on everything you sell. 


MAIL COUPON NOW FORFULL-SIZE PRODUCTS 


i SEND NO MONEY! Simply paste coupon on 
2c postcard or mail in an envelope. We'll rush 
§ $2.40 worth of valuable full-size products for 
FREE TRIAL, plus big FREE Catalog of en- 
tire big-profit Line of Home Necessities, and 
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Size 8 x 10 Inches 
on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 
Same price for full length or bust 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 


mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original is 
returned with your enlargement. 


Send NoMoney 3 0:5]50!_ 


Just mail photo, negative or snap. 

shot (any size) and receive your enlargement, 
guaranteed fadeless, on beautiful double-weight 
portrait quality paper. Pay pestnes 6 
postage—or send 69c with order and w 
age. Take advantage of this amazing offe e. gona your photos today. 
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“LOVE ME ALWAYS”’ 


“LOVE TIME,” the alluring per- 

fume, delicately blended to linger 

for HOURS . . an irresistible 
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LOVE and ROMANCE. Men 
never tire of delicate perfume, 
as it conjures in them all the 
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OLD LEG SORES 


Easy to use Viscose Applications may 

heal many old leg sores due to venous 

congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 

ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 

BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N. T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 


DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research. This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address, Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 
blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 
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504 Hicksville Rd., Massapequa, N. Y. 
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mony. I could have kept it forever be- 
cause I believed firmly then that chances 
were 1000 to 1 Mark would ever have 
found out. 

Still, because of that one chance, I had 
made a clean breast of the whole thing. 
I felt that had I waited until after the 
marriage to tell him Mark might have 
felt cheated, I would have been dishonest 
and I loved him too much to deceive him. 

We had been living in the big, bustling 
city for four years. We had made friends 
and become active in church and commu- 
nity affairs. Except for my family, no one 
in town knew my secret. No one even 
suspected I had been married. Mark acted 
as though the wind had been knocked out 
of him when I told him. 

“Dad-gum, Tillie.” he said. “You’re 
only twenty-one now. I’ve known you for 
four years. How the heck could you have 
been married?” 

I explained to him that I had been 
seventeen when it happened. And AI 
Owens was thirty-two. He said he had 
thought I was much older and I did have 
a well-developed figure at seventeen. I 
had dressed and made up to accentuate 
my charms and look older although I was 
really angling for nothing more than the 
minnows. It turned out that I hooked a 
shark. 

Al swept me off my feet. He was a 
completely new experience for a girl in her 
teens. He had a smooth, cultured voice. He 
said the nice things that sounded corny 
when they’re said by boys a girl’s same age. 
When he said them it was as though Nat 
King Cole himself was whispering compli- 
ments in my ear. It didn’t matter what he 
said, it was the way he said it. 

And Al dressed like a real, smooth East- 
ern college man even when the guys around 
my little hometown were still wearing peg- 
topped pants and padded shoulders. He 
wore narrow-brimmed hats and three-but- 
toned coats, corduroy caps and knee-length 


sports coats years before the other fellows - 


around accepted them as up-to-date styles. 
What’s more, he drove a sleek White Jag- 
uar that had everybody talking because it 
was the only one on our side of the town. 
He always seemed to have his pockets 
chugged with money. 

At school, the girls had talked all year 
about the fancy, expensive clubs we were 
expecting our dates to take us to during 
prom week. And, up until Al came along 
we were all living in a world of fantasy 
because we knew in our hearts we would 
probably never see the inside of such 
places. But Al took me to a different well- 
known club every time we went out. What 
was a dream for the other school kids was 
an every night affair with Al and me. I 
was the most envied girl in my class. 

By the time my parents got around to 
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One Husband Too Many 


(Continued from Page 15) 


objecting to my seeing Al so often, it was 
too late. We had eloped and gotten mar- 
ried. 

I told Mark all about it. I gave him a 
fair chance to withdraw his proposal of 
marriage. I told him all about my two 
months as Mrs. Alfred Owens, how the 
idea of being the wife of the most dashing 
man in town had thrilled me, how I had 
wanted to settle down and learn to cook 
and take care of an apartment and to have 
children. 

The prospect of being a mother at eight- 
een had intrigued me. I dreamed of having 
a little girl and playing with her as I had 
with my dolls. She would be a teen-ager 
when I was thirty-one and people would 
take us for sisters. 

But it hadn’t worked out like that. Al 
wasn’t interested in staying home. He was 
always looking for a good time. He spent 
money like it was going out of style. He 
seemed hell-bent on living like the people 
in the hotel where he worked lived. He 
gave me a very generous allowance to run 
the house, often coming in after weekends 
and dropping big wads of money in my lap 
“just for you.” I bought pretty clothes to 
wear when we went out every night. Al’s 
favorite expression was: “Let’s live it up, 
baby. Money’s no good unless you get a 
charge out of it.” 

Then, one day there were big headlines 
in the paper about a police raid on the 
hotel where Al worked. A number of wom- 
en were arrested and the head bellman was 
being questioned. Al came home that eve- 
ning nervous and jittery, but more angry 
than anything else. I tried to ask him what 
had happened but he cut me off short. 

“T don’t want to bore you with the de- 
tails, kid,” he said. I hated for him to call 
me “kid,” but I said nothing more about it. 
“When things open up again,” Al said, 
“we'll be having fun again. In the mean- 
time, we’re going to need a small nest-egg 
for our normal luxuries. Let’s put the 
bite on your old man for enough to tide 
us over. What do you say?” 

And, of course, I could hardly say “no” 
to Al. He had been more than swell to me 
when he was riding high. 

My father offered Al a job in his garage, 
but Al said he couldn’t tie himself down 
because he expected things to get back like 
they were in a week or so. Dad didn’t like 
the sound of it and he didn’t like Al’s at- 
titude, but he gave me a small allowance 
on which I could have managed nicely ex- 
cept Al took the money when it came and 
I saw very little of it. I was too ashamed 
to complain to my father. 

Then, Al started making what he called 
business trips. He would stay away from 
home two or three days at a time. I spoke 
to one of my favorite married friends about 
it and she advised me to have a baby. 


“Forget it,” Al snorted. “Kids are fo, 
squares.” 


WE HAD BEEN married just tyy 
months when AI took off on one of his 
business trips and never returned. After 
a couple of weeks, my father tried to trac 
him, but nobody knew where he had mad 
his last track. I locked the apartment and 
went back to live with my parents—sick 
with grief and worry. Maybe he had ha¢ 
an accident. He might be in a hospital 
unable to get in touch with me, I thought, 
My father did everything an anxioys 
parent could do to relieve my suffering 
but it soon became apparent to all of ys 
that I had been deserted. 

I stopped paying rent on the apartment 
and watched with heavy heart as my father 
stored the furniture in our garage. Tongues 
began wagging as they will in small con. 
munities. My folks were sympathetic and 
understanding but they could do nothing 
to ease my grief and shame. At seventeen 
I was the laughing stock of the set I had 
deserted to live the high life with Al. I had 
brought disgrace to myself and my family. 
In my childish, inexperienced mind there 
was only one way out: suicide. 

I even bungled that. All that came of my 
swallowing a bottle of iodine was a series 
of ugly articles in the local newspaper. 
Some enterprising but heartless reporter 
took my TEEN-AGE SUICIDE ATTEMPT 
and made me the butt for a crusade against 
juvenile delinquency. The blame for my 
downfall was charged to my innocent par- 
ents. 

It was then that my father decided to 
change towns. He was one in a million. 
The only way I could rebuild my life, he 
said, would be in some far off city where 
no one could possibly know me. He sold 
our home and his business, pulled up 
stakes and left my scarlet past thousands of 
miles behind us. 

It was no more than natural that my 
parents would be bitter, but they never 
once took it out on me. I was bowed down 
with shame and guilt. But we all got so 
busy trying to make a go of it in our new 
home that there was little time for feeling 
sorry for ourselves. We all found out that 
keeping busy is great medicine for life’ 
ills. 

I took a secretarial course at a business 
school, earned my diploma and got an in- 
teresting job. Father’s new business caught 
on quickly and mother kept busy making 
our new house into a home and taking an 
active interest in church work. 

Father spoke several times about getting 
a good lawyer and getting a divorce for 
me. but we were all so busy remaking our 
lives we kept putting it off. 

Later, it seemed just as well we had put 
it off. 

Some nine months after we had moved, 
I received a letter addressed to Mrs. Ab 
fred Owens, care of Matilda Hughes. ! 
was almost too shocked to open it. Who 
knew I was Mrs. Alfred Owens, I taunted 
myself. The envelope was typed and was 
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stmarked from a town in California I 
had never hea-d of. I tore it open with 
trembling hands. 

There was nothing in it but a newspaper 
clipping. At first I thought it was an ad 
for women’s shoes. I turned it over and my 
eves blurred at what I saw. I sank into a 
chair and the clipping fluttered to the floor. 
My father picked it up and read it aloud. 

It was a death notice. Alfred Owens, it 
said, had been killed in an automobile ac- 
cident. The car had been badly demolished 
and his body mangled horribly. It had 
happened only a week before and crema- 
tion had been arranged by a friend. 

The newspaper clipping left me sad- 
dened and confused. Who had sent it to 
me? What shouid I do? After all Al had 
been my husband. But my father quickly 
talked me out of doing anything. 

“Just leave things as they are, Tillie,” 
he told me. “No good can come of your 
getting into it now. He’s dead. You won’t 
even have to go through the trouble and 
embarrassment of getting a divorce. If you 
start asking questions and being a noble 
little wife, you’ll only stir up more pub- 
licity. The papers here in town will get 
hold of it and we'll be no better off than 
we were a year ago. We can’t keep moving 
forever. Forget it. It’s all for the best.” 

I took my father’s advice. That was four 
years ago and my secret was well kept. 
No one ever knew I was the widow of Al 
Owens. No one ever saw the death notice. 
No one ever suspected I had a scarlet past 
until I took the newspaper clipping out one 
day and showed it to Mark Fischer—the 
man who had asked me to be his wife. 

I loved Mark completely. I didn’t want 
to lose him. But I was older and wiser 
and I felt that we could never be able to 
build a solid future on a foundation of de- 
ceit. I told him the whole story and showed 
him the clipping and gave him a fair 
chance to call off the wedding. 

I was tense and chilled with fear await- 
ing his reaction. 

“You poor darling,” he finally 
“You certainly got a raw deal.” 

“But, what about us, Mark,” I asked. 
“What about us—now that you know?” 

“Well, what about us?” he jostled me. 
“As far as I’m concerned nothing is 
changed except that I’ve got a lot more 
respect for you, Tillie. I’m glad you told 
me. Now we can both forget it.” 

When he took me in his arms and kissed 
me, I wasn’t cold and tense anymore. His 
strong arm around me was warm and re- 
laxing. I kissed the vein on his neck, mur- 
muring “Mark, darling, darling Mark!” 

And that was why there was a special 
something for me in our wedding cere- 
mony. It was beautiful because Mark 
knew and wanted me. It was beautiful be- 
cause it was honest. 


+] . 
said. 


MARK WAS REALLY determined to 
~~ get away from everything for our 
honeymoon. He borrowed the keys from a 
friend who owned a country cottage and 


we drove far north to an isolated summer 
resort. It was early in the season and we 
had the little settlement almost all to our- 
selves. 

I unpacked the night gown that was to 
be the formal dress for my wedding night. 
Mark saw it spread on the bed and let 
out a humorous whistle. “Wow! What’s 
that supposed to hide,” he kidded. 

“It’s not for hiding. It’s for showing,” I 
answered. “Unzip me, will you?” 

His hands trembled ever so slightly as he 
tugged at the zipper for intimacy had not 
been a part of our very proper courtship. 
In four years, Mark had never placed his 
hands on any part of me except my shoul- 
ders when kissing me. 

“What would you do about things like 
this if you didn’t have a man around,” he 
asked as he pulled the slide down. 

“T want you to know it’s sheer torture,” 
I replied. 

“Not having a man around?” he chal- 
lenged. 

“Not having a Mark around,” I said as 
the dress slid to the floor. It was light 
tweed for traveling and I had no slip un- 
der it. 

“What, no bra or girdle?” he said with 
a tinge of embarrassment in his voice. 

“Don’t need them yet,” I teased. “Dis- 
appointed?” 

“Was the sculptor who molded Venus 
disappointed?” Mark whispered. 

He caught me by my wrist and, laugh- 
ing, kept me from moving. I cuddled up 
to him and watched his face flush hotly 
as mine must have done. He let go my 
wrist, but only to take me in his arms and 
draw me over to the bed. I went limp with 
the ecstasy of his kiss. The lights went out 
and the beam of a big silver moon flooded 
the room. 

“Darling—.” he began. 

“Don’t talk,” I said. “Oh, please don’t 
talk.” 

I watched the moon through half-closed 
eyes. This was the round of love. I told 
myself. Round like the moon above me— 
fear which leads to desire, tenderness and 
fury, fleeting brutal anguish triumphantly 
followed by excruciating pleasure. Sudden- 
ly there was Mark’s tender, imperious whis- 
per hot in my ear. The moon exploded and 
fell on me. Where was I? At the bottom 
of the sea, fighting upward for a single 
breath of air; at the bottom of time fear- 
ing another second of it would rip my 
body to shreds; at the bottom of pleasure. 
I called Mark in a loud voice. He did not 
answer. He did not have to answer. 

Afterward we swam in the icy waters, 
walked for miles along dusty roads, sat 
for hours in silence as we drank in nature’s 
beauty—and we made love. 

When Mark occasionally went off to 
market and left me alone, I amused myself 
with a word game and found that beyond 
the very real physical pleasure of love- 
making I had discovered an intellectual 
delight in thinking about it. The words to 
make united with the abstract word love 
fascinated me. I was very used to hearing 
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the word love bandied around and I had 
often talked about it stupidly myself, as 
one does when young and ignorant. Now, 
I felt I could never talk of love again in 
brutal, detached fashion. 

Mark and I made love with our eyes, 
with our hands, with every one of our 
senses. With all our being we were in love. 
It was love that came suddenly with full 
force. We didn’t have to say, “Be patient. 
Love develops slowly. It comes when you 
get to know each other better.” We knew 
each other from the first. We were blessed. 
Our love was an overpowering satisfaction. 

One morning I awoke with stardust in 
my eyes, a smile of happiness on my lips 
and the covers kicked off. Mark’s arm was 
around me and his face close to mine. 

“Beautiful, beautiful, Tillie. What do 
you say, have we got a good deal going?” 

“You can draw me up some papers for 
ninety-nine . . . no, a hundred and ninety- 
nine years,” I blushed. And I tickled him 
until he rolled over gasping for breath. 

“T always knew it was best to do business 
with an established firm,” he chuckled. 

But that hit me hard. I bristled in shame. 
“Please, Mark, don’t ever say that again,” 
I pleaded. 

“Gosh, I’m sorry, Tillie—I didn’t mean 
it the way you’re taking it.” 

“IT know, Mark, but I just don’t ever 
want you to think of me as an established 
firm. When I was married before, I didn’t 
know what love was,” I rattled away. “If 
[ know anything about love, I learned it 
from you, Mark. I learned it right here in 
this room. I never loved anyone but you 
and I never want to.” 

He nuzzled against me, and I felt his 
warm, reassuring lips on first one of my 
closed eyes and then the next. ‘“You’re 
wonderful, Tillie, and from this moment on 
[ want you to be satisfied that I’m satisfied 
ou’re all mine—never have and never will 
belong to anyone else.” 


| ! WAS OUR FIRST DAY back in the 

city. Mark had gone to work and I had 
dropped by to say hello to my parents. As 
I neared the door I instinctively ran my 
hand in the mailbox. 

I looked at the letter I drew out with 
tunned disbelief. My face paled and ter- 
ror blurred my vision. I stared at the 
envelope and gradually it became familiar 

the small, penciled, mean-looking hand- 
writing, the funny-looking M. It was ad- 
dressed to Mrs. Mark Fischer, care of Ma- 
tilda Hughes, and though my mind kept 
telling me it was impossible, it was in Al 
Owens’ handwriting. 

[ opened the envelope and drew out a 
small piece of note paper. It read: “Dear 
Kid, you shouldn’t have done this to your 
loving husband, Al.” 

It was impossible. It just couldn’t be. Al 
was dead. I looked at the postmark. It was 
from California. Then the thought struck 
me like thunder: Suppose Al really isn’t 
dead? If he’s alive, I’m still his wife. I 
had never gotten a divorce. I had relied 
on the newspaper clipping as proof of his 
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death. If he were alive I was a bigamist. 
My marriage to Mark was illegal Our 
honeymoon happiness was a mockery. 
What could I do? 

Should I show the letter to Mark? He 
had a right to know. Even if I sought only 
my father’s advice, I wouldn’t be able to 
conceal my feelings. He would know some- 
thing was wrong. The honest, decent thing 
was to tell him. I did. 

“Whoever wrote that is a mad man, a 
lunatic,” he said, “tear it up and let’s forget 
about it.” 

But our first night in our new apart- 
ment was as sad as our first honeymoon 
night had been happy. I sobbed through 
the dawn. We were both confused and 
bewildered. 

Next morning there was another of the 
poisonous letters—in our very own mail- 
box. It was written in the same unmistake- 
able mean, pinched letters to Mrs. Alfred 
Owens, care of Mrs. Mark Fischer: 

Dear Kid: 
Don’t you know about bigamy? 
Your loving husband, 
Al 

My family was deeply upset by this new 
turn of affairs. Father had thought the past 
was behind us and buried, but we were be- 
ing haunted again by a stupid childhood 
mistake. The subtle evilness of the letters 
tormented us. And we were sure this was 
only the beginning. 

Where and how they would end, we had 
no idea. There were no demands, as yet, 
and no threats. What was so terrifying 
about it all was that I was the one outside 
the law. 

If Al were alive he was doing nothing 
legally wrong. He had deserted me, but I 
should have gotten a divorce. I had be- 
lieved he was dead. But if he was alive I 
was still married to him. And, now, by 
marrying Mark I had committed a crime. 

Things were in such a mess, nobody 
knew what to do. Mark wanted to call the 
police, but I begged him not to. It would 
have meant publicity and disgrace. Father 
finally called a private investigator. 

Detective Daniels, who my father had 
hired, came to our apartment. He was ex- 
perienced, efficient and blunt. He would 
check the handwriting on the letters 
against some other handwriting of Al’s I 
had saved. He would check the death 
notice in the California paper. He was 
frank in telling us that if Al was still alive 
I was still his wife and the best Mark and 
I could hope for was to talk some sense into 
the man and try to get him to agree to a 
quiet divorce. 

The hardest blow of all came when he 
told us that since I had been put on notice 
by Al, I could not, legally, spend another 
night with Mark. He advised me to go 
home to my family until things were 
straightened out. I was heartbroken. 


MARK CAME OVER for dinner every 

night. My nerves were frayed and my 
eyes were never dry. Mark was sure we 
were being tormented by a mad man, but 


Mr. Daniels had a different opinion. 

“Don’t kid yourself. He isn’t insane. He 
knows what he’s doing. There’s nothing we 
can pin on him. If he made a threat or 
used the mail to try to extort money, we 
could smoke him out and grab him. But 
he’s too smart for that,” Mr. Daniels said. 

“Well, what in heaven’s name does he 
want from us,” we all chorused. 

“We'll just have to wait and see,” Mr. 
Daniels answered. 

“Why do we have to wait,” Mark shouted, 
“Why can’t we hunt him up and get this 
thing settled.” 

“We can,” Mr. Daniels said, “if you 
want to turn it over to the police.” 

“Oh, no! I don’t want that,” I blurted 
out. 

“Then there’s nothing to do but wait, 
You should be getting some more letters 
soon. Enough of them and he’ll make some 
sort of slip. They always do.” And Mr. 
Daniels left, promising us he would let us 
know if he figured some way to lure Al in- 
to the open. 

Nightly and whenever Mark and I were 
together after that, my parents were always 
present. Twice we went to the movies. 
Once, my father was along; once. my 
mother. We were being super-respectable 
because we knew no other way to behave 
under the circumstances. The tension was 
terrific, and it grew even worse when | 
learned that Mark was carrying a gun. 

“What in the world will a gun solve.” I 
asked irritatedly. 

“T carry it for protection,” Mark said. 

“But, Mark, you'll ruin everything.” | 
protested. “Mr. Daniels told us we have 
no legal charge against Al—and you want 
to be gunning for him. You'll wind up the 
guilty one. Mark I want you to put the gun 
away, please.” 

“Wait a minute, Tillie,’ Mark jerked 
himself. “Maybe you’ve put your finger on 
just the thing we need.” 

“What do you mean?” I became curious. 

“You said I’d be the guilty one. Let’s 
turn the thing around. Right now, this 
mad man is trying to make you the guilty 
one. He’s keeping his nose clean and 
waiting for us to make a slip.” 

“T know, Mark,” I said. “But we haven't 
made any slip. We couldn’t have been 
more respectable if I were a nun and you 
were a priest.” 

“That’s just my point,” Mark said ex- 
citedly. “We’ve been too respectable. He 
hasn’t been able to get anything on us, and 
until he traps us, he won’t tell us what he 
wants. So we’re going to play right into 
his hands. He’ll make a threat, try to get 
hush money and show his hand. Isn’t it 
worth a gamble?” 

“T'll do anything you think is best,” I 
told him, “but I think we ought to tell Mr. 
Daniels about it first.” 

Mr. Daniels agreed it was worth a try. 
“If you two can get Owens mad enough 
to move fast, he’s sure to fumble the ball. 
He’s planned to make this thing a war of 
nerves and you'll upset his plans if you 
upset his nerves. He might even get nervy 
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enough to use the telephone.” 

“He might at that,” Mark agreed. 

“Well, Pll arrange to splice in on your 
line. It’s perfectly legal to tap your own 
Jine, you know,” Mr. Daniels said. 

“And Tillie and I will give him plenty 
reason to call,” Mark said enthusiastically. 
“We'll take a little trip alone—no chap- 
eron. And we'll let everybody for miles 
around know what we’re doing. When we 
get back, we'll go right to our apartment 
—and we'll stay there until Owens gets so 
burned up, he won’t know what he’s do- 
ing.” 

The next day an item appeared in the 
society columns of the paper: Mr. and Mrs. 
Markman Fischer are week-ending in the 
country and will return to their honeymoon 
apartment on Monday. 

The drive to an upstate resort was re- 
freshing. It was the first relief from the 
awful tension but heavy apprehension 
about the outcome of our experiment kept 
both Mark and I a little jittery. Further- 
more. we both knew that legally our ad- 
yenture was illicit, but morally we had no 
qualms about it. As far as we were con- 
cerned, for that weekend. Al Owens was 
dead. We were married and we were in 
love. 

We started back to town early Monday 
afternoon. As I snuggled close to Mark in 
the car, the fear of Al seemed to recede. 
We stepped at a roadside restaurant to 
have dinner. It was a long drive and it was 
late when we arrived travel-weary at the 
apartment. 

But, Mark, feeling gayer than I had seen 
him in weeks, insisted on carrying me 
across the threshold. 

“You have that gown around somewhere, 
don’t you Tillie.” he asked me. 

“What gown?” I asked as I feigned a 
yawn. 

“Now, don’t tell me there’s more than 
one of them,” Mark bantered me. He 
opened my bag and took out the filmy night 
gown. “Here it is, darling. Wear it to- 
night—as a sort of homecoming, eh?” 

“Unzip me, if you haven’t forgotten 
how,” I told him. And he was fumbling 
here and there for several seconds before 
he realized he had been tricked and there 
wasn’t any. But by that time he was 
trapped in my arms. 

Suddenly, Mark pushed me away and 
listened. There was a faint click from the 
direction of the entrance foyer beyond the 
living room. 

“Tillie, get into the pantry in the kitch- 
en.” Mark whispered in my ear. He pushed 
me gently toward the kitchen and stood 
there guarding my retreat. Then, as I got 
into the next room, he yelled out “He’s 
here. Mr. Owens has shown up. Come in, 
Mr. Owens.” It sounded as though Mark 
had gone mad with frenzy the way he 
shouted. 

I stood frozen with fear in the kitchen. I 
couldn’t move a nerve as I heard the front 
door open and slam shut. There was a 
shot! A little scream bounced against the 
back of my hand across my lips. There 


was an extension phone in the kitchen. I 
groped for it in the dark. “Police!” I 
hissed into the mouthpiece. “Get me the 
police,” I cried. But the phone was dead. 

There was another shot. I started toward 
the door to see what was happening when it 
was suddenly flung open pinning me 
against the wall. A man ran to the kitchen 
door, opened it and dashed out into the 
hallway. It was Al. 

I rushed into the living room as Mr. 
Daniels was raising the window. The gun 
was in his hand. 

Now. I could only hear my own sobbing 
voice repeating “Mark, Mark, my husband 
... and all because of me!” And the 
wrecked room was filling up with chatter- 
ing people when Mark stirred in my arms 
and his eyes opened. 

“Tt was worth it,” he said, “I couldn’t 
have died for a better cause.” 

“Mark, you’re alive,” I cried. “Darling, 
what happened?” 

“You tell me.” Mark said. looking dazed- 
ly around at the room. “Did he get away?” 

“Mr. Daniels followed him,” I whim- 
pered. 

“Great. then it worked. You know, I al- 
most had that lunatic, even without a gun. 
Then the lamp fell over and conked me. 
We can thank our lucky stars Mr. Daniels 
was alert.” 

“What worked, Mark? How did Mr. 
Daniels know?” I asked. 

“He was on the tap on the phone line. I 
picked up the receiver when I heard Owens 
coming in. That’s why I yelled so loud—so 
Daniels would hear what was happening,” 
Mark explained to me. 

We looked around to find Mr. Daniels 
and two huge policemen herding the people 
out of the apartment. After they were gone 
Mr. Daniels had talked quietly to the 
policemen, he turned to us. 

“Well, you love birds, I'm afraid we’ll 
never know what was on Mr. Owens’ mind. 
It’s kind of aggravating, you know. I think 
I'd have given half my fee if I could have 
gotten the answers to some questions out of 
him. But now we’ll never know.” 

“The police got him?” Mark asked. 

“No, sir. He got himself,” Mr. Daniels 
explained. Mark put his arm around me to 
cushion any shock as Mr. Daniels con- 
tinued. 

“Tt happened just the way it said in that 
fake death notice. He probably had that 
thing printed himself. It’s easy to do, you 
know. He was doing about ninety in that 
little Jag of his. Ran smack into a 2-foot 
thick wall. There wasn’t much left—either 
of the car or him. I'll straighten out things 
with the police. You two are in the clear, 
but you ought to buy yourselves a brand 
new wedding before you set up housekeep- 
ing.” he trailed off as he went out the door. 

We walked to the window to watch him 
drive away. There was a huge moon in the 
sky. We decided our new wedding could 
wait until tomorrow. 

“Darling—.” Mark began. 

“Don’t talk,” I shushed him. “Please 


don’t talk.” THE END 
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Office Party Girl 


(Continued from Page 25) 


and even complained about being “neg- 
lected.” The idea! I felt like reminding 
her that the few times I ever left her alone 
at night were for monthly office inventory. 
Besides, whenever I did go out, I always 
paid Mrs. Carpenter, our next door neigh- 
bor, to come in and sit with Mother until 
I came back. 

As I read aloud, I realized that at this 
moment I should be dressing for the party 
and in another hour or two, it would be too 
late to go. I also remembered Mother’s an- 
ery words which turned to tearful plead- 
ings until I promised her I wouldn’t go out 
after all. But deep down inside, I knew 
I would find a way to escape her and that 
ugly house for one night of fun and adven- 
ture! 

I had justified my going to the office 
party almost as soon as I heard about it. 
[ hadn’t held my job as filing clerk at 
Reynolds Company very long. I liked every- 
one in my department, but because I had 
to hurry home to Mother right after work, 
I didn’t really know anyone well at all. My 
salary was better than I would have made 
on any other job but it still barely met 
Mother’s medical expenses. 

It was whispered all over my department 
that there were “easy ways” to get ahead. 
Because I was so inexperienced and had 
led such a sheltered life, I didn’t know 
what the other girls meant. I thought that 
if I continued to learn quickly and meet the 
right people. I might be considered for a 
raise or promotion, even after six months. 
But I had to learn the hard way that it 
takes much more than talk to get ahead! 

The afternoon that I heard about the 
annual Christmas party I will always re- 
member clearly. A memo, dictated to all 
departments, had been handed to me by 
Joe Barrett. my supervisor. I had always 
been shy and scared to say too much to 
anyone, especially to the men, but there 
was something about Joe that made him 
spec ial. 

“Just initial this and pass it on please, 
Miss Morgan,” he had said, smiling at 
me as I read the memo. “Will you be able 
to come?,” he asked nonchalantly. 

“Of course, Mr. Barrett,” I had an- 
swered, my pulse suddenly beating faster. 

For a moment I forgot about Philip. He 
was my high school steady, now stationed 
in Greenland with the Air Force. It had 
been almost two years since I had seen 
him. We were not officially engaged, but 
since I had never dated any one else, we 
both felt that when he was discharged, we 
would undoubtedly get married. Mother 
approved of Philip too, mainly because his 
father owned a gas station in Hillertown 
and it would eventually end up as Phil’s. 

Later that afternoon, Angie Patterson 
and I were smoking during our break in 
the staff lounge when the subject of the 
Christmas party came up again. 
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“What are you wearing next Friday 
night, Lois?” she asked. When I hesitated, 
she followed it up with: “You are going, 
aren't you?” 

“IT... I don’t know yet,” I answered, 
avoiding her questioning look. “It depends 
on how Mother feels.” 

“Well, all I can say is that you don’t 
know what you’re missing! Last Christ- 
mas we really had a ball! Free food, 
drinks, the works! And you should have 
seen old man Gibbs do the Charleston!” 
Angie began to laugh as she told me. 

Walking out of the lounge together, An- 
gie rolled her eyes toward the ceiling and 
continued her elaborate descriptions of all 
the fun she had. 

“You know honey,” she said, looking at 
me critically, “it wouldn’t be a bad idea 
for you to get yourself a sharp new dress 
and knock everybody over!” 

Surprised at her frankness, I echoed, 
“Knock everybody over?” I was so naive 
and unsophisticated for my twenty-one 
years that I honestly didn’t know what she 
meant! 

After the work buzzer sounded, Angie 
came over to my desk again. 

“Think of the opportunities,” she whis- 
pered in my ear. “I want you to plan on 
Friday night and come prepared to relax, 
forget your troubles and have fun! You'll 
see what soft lights, music and a little 
Christmas spirit can do to these old buz- 
zards!” 

I knew the “buzzards” Angie was refer- 
ring to were Mr. Reynolds, our president 
and J. J. Gibbs, our vice-president. Both 
men were rarely seen in my department, 
and at times, I wondered if they even knew 
I existed. 

The next day I casually checked around 
to find out the best way to get a raise. 
Angie suggested that I see Joe Barrett and 
if he saw fit, it was on the basis of his 
recommendation that I get the raise. Be- 
cause he seemed so pleasant and nice to 
get along with, I figured how easy it would 
be to speak to him about getting a raise 
during the party. 

Confident of my plan, I hurried home 
from work, suddenly aware that perhaps 
I had something to be thankful for after all. 

Taking the mail from the box, I ripped 
open the statement from Mother’s last med- 
ical check-up at Hillertown General Hos- 
pital. Staring with disbelief at the amount 
of the bill, I almost started to cry. Nearly 
$300! If only I made enough to be able to 
save for just such an emergency! Where 
would I be able to find money to cover all 
these expenses? At this moment, I real- 
ized that my whole future and Mother’s 
too, would be decided at the office party! 
Not only did I have to go, but I had to 
show everyone that I could be glamorous as 
well as efficient! 

That evening, without telling her my 


innermost thoughts and motives, I told 
Mother about the party. But I was totally 
unprepared for her biting sarcasm and an. 
gry words. 

“Tt’s a lot of unnecessary nonsense!” 
Mother had snapped at me. “There'll be 
drinking and carrying-on that you won’t be 
able to handle!” 

Before I could answer her, she continued. 
asking me, “Who’s taking you to the party? 
A lady would never go alone! Stay home 
where you belong!” 

By this time, I was really mad. I swal- 
lowed hard to hold back words which no 
daughter should ever say to a mother. But 
inside, I was rebelling against my nun-like 
life spent with a selfish and domineering 
woman. The best years of my life were 
being wasted, years which I could be spend- 
ing with a husband and family of my own, 
instead of being cooped up in a lonely 
house with an invalid mother! 

My mind was confused and my spirits so 
low, that I had to stop reading to Mother, 
I closed the book and ran out of her room, 
hot tears streaming down my cheeks. 

Nearly sick, I threw myself down on the 
bed, not caring whether or not I wrinkled 
my black jersey dress which I had so care- 
fully ironed. How stupid of me to plan on 
anything, I thought miserably, except sick- 
ness and Mother! 

I must have fallen asleep there in my 
darkened bedroom because something 
strange had jolted me awake. Then I real- 
ized, that I had heard the shrill ringing of 
the doorbell! 

Quickly turning on the living room light, 
I opened the door to see Mrs. Carpenter. 
Covered with clinging snowflakes, her nose 
and cheeks reddened by the wind, Mrs. 
Carpenter looked more like Santa Claus at 
this moment than anyone else! 

I was so happy to see her that I actually 
pulled her into the house and impulsively 
hugged her, even before she could catch 
her breath. 

“What’s ailing you tonight, Lois?” she 
asked, scraping the snow from her boots. 

My happy realization that I could go to 
the party after all, if only Mrs. Carpenter 
would stay with Mother a few hours, made 
me over-eager, almost rude. 

“Would you mind staying with Mother 
for a little while until I come back?” I 
asked, waiting breathlessly for her answer. 

“Back?” she asked with a slight frown. 
“Where are you off to at this hour? It’s 
nearly 10 o’clock.” 

Just then, I heard Mother’s bell ring 
and knowing that she would wonder what 
all the commotion was about, I asked Mrs. 
Carpenter to see what she wanted. 

Then, seeing my escape, I ran into my 
room and began hurried preparations for 
my magic night of adventure. I could hard- 
ly believe that it was me, Lois Morgan, who 
hadn’t been to a party since high school! 
Yes, it was late but I still had time. This 
was my one chance to impress Joe Barrett 
and get that raise. To think I almost 
missed it, I thought, rolling my hair into 
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a chignon and giving myself a final look 
in the mirror. 

Glancing into the kitchen on my way out, 
[saw Mrs. Carpenter fixing hot cocoa for 
Mother and herself. I could tell by her 
look that she disapproved of my dramatic 
make-up and the tight dress with the low 
neckline which emphasized my body. She 
probably still remembered me as unspoiled 
and sweet. Well, I was still unspoiled but 
[ suddenly realized that a girl needs more 
than sweetness for men to take notice. This 
party would be full of men—men who 
could help me—and I wanted to be no- 
ticed! 

I walked quietly to the door, 
if | were sneaking out. hoping that I could 
reach the door before she could ask me 
any more questions. 

Not until I opened the door, letting the 
sharp coldness strike my face. did I re- 
member that I had forgotten to say good- 
night to Mother. I tried to forget the scene 
she would make when I returned! 

It wasn’t as if I did this sort of thing 
every night, I thought bitterly, waiting in 
the shadow of a street light for the bus to 
come. Although I loved Mother. I couldn’t 
help feeling resentful because I was miss- 
ing all the fun which other girls, not nearly 
as attractive as I, enjoyed and accepted 
without question. 

Then, two headlights glowed in the dark- 
ness, and I began my ride to the office 
party. 





almost as 


ITTING in the comfortable bus seat. I 
\ realized that this was the first time I 
had openly rebelled against Mother! But 
this new feeling of independence was won- 
derful! I sat back on the warm bus cush- 
ions, staring eagerly out of the window at 
the colorful Christmas tree lights which 
decorated the business district. 

“Wentworth Boulevard!” 

I got up quickly, nearly losing my bal- 
ance as I made my way up to the front of 
the bus. My excitement must have shown 
in my flushed face because the bus driver, 
as he opened the door. gave me a broad 
wink and a teasing smile. 

All the guilty little thoughts about my 
mother were pushed aside the minute I 
stepped off the bus near the office. Tonight 
was my night to show everyone that Lois 
Morgan could do more than alphabetize 
entry cards! Thank goodness Mrs. Car- 
penter had come, like a fairy godmother, 
to give me this one chance! 

Nearing the brightly-lighted office build- 
ing, I glanced into a store window to catch 
a quick look at my reflection. I really 
looked pretty, almost beautiful! Not a bit 
like the mousy, quiet Miss Morgan who 
works at Reynolds Company. 

How funny to hear mambo music as I 


opened the heavy downstairs doors. 
Snatches of conversation and laughter 


floated down to me as I impatiently 

stamped the snow from the heels. 
Suddenly, I had an uncontrollable desire 

to turn around and leave. What had I 


been thinking of to bargain for a raise, 


even a promotion with nothing but a new 
hairdo and a tight dress? I was only kid- 
ding myself, I thought. Suppose Joe Bar- 
rett wasn’t even here? Then what? 

“Well, look what the wind blew in,” said 
a deep masculine voice from out of the 
shadows. 

I whirled to find myself face to face with 
Mr. Garner, one of the vice-presidents who 
was always on the look-out for new con- 
quests, 

He’s probably on his way outdoors to 
sober up, I thought, and I didn’t want to 
get in his way. Before he could grab for 
me, I rushed up the stairs into the office. 

I really wasn’t prepared for the sight 
which greeted me! Red and green balloons, 
paper streamers and tinsel hung from every 
ceiling light. The long row of cabinets 
which occupied the far corner of the main 
office, was covered with dark green canvas. 
All the desks and chairs had been pushed 
away so that people could mingle freely. 

It really looked like a circus. Familiar 
and unfamiliar faces, in big and little 
groups, filled every available inch of space. 
When I entered the opened door, I found 
myself in a sea of bodies, all tightly clus- 
tered around the temporary bar set up near 
the water cooler. 

Immediately, I felt better. There were 
so many people and so much confusion 
that no one would even know I was there. 
Thrilled and excited, I found an opening in 
the smoky, noisy crowd and fought my way 
across the room and laid my coat on a 
table, already piled high with clothes. 

Then I began to tremble. There, near the 
bar, was Joe Barrett! How handsome and 
friendly he looked, helping Marge and Bar- 
bara with the ice. Perhaps it was because 
his face was the friendliest in the crowd or 
because of fate itself, but somehow, even 
without being aware that I was walking, I 
found myself beside him. 

Before I could even open my frozen 
mouth to smile, Joe had seen me, his eyes 
looking into my own, holding me there as 
he asked me what I wanted to drink. 

*A—a Coke?” the first thing which came 
to my mind but looking at his startled ex- 
pression, I knew it was the wrong thing to 
say. 

“Why Miss Morgan,” he drawled, still 
looking at me in a way that sent tingling 
sensations through me, “this is a Christmas 
party and you need some real Christmas 
spirit.” 

He handed me a glass, tall and cool. I 
could taste the coke but there was some- 
I sipped it, trying 
to seem calm and collected. After the first 
taste, I realized that I was drinking liquor. 
What would Mother say if she ever found 
out? 

But here at the party, with all the holi- 
day atmosphere, it was easy to forget about 
Mother! Joe had poured himself a drink 
now and stood looking down at me, smiling 
that lopsided grin I liked so much. 

“Well Miss Morgan, a penny for your 


thing else in the glass. 
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thoughts! Especially if they could be 
stretched to include me.” 

My whole body ached with happiness! 
How wonderful to be having fun free from 
worries and bills. My eyes must have mir- 
rored my excitement because Joe suddenly 
bent close and whispered in my ear. 

“Don’t move lovely lady, I'll be right 
back.” Then he disappeared toward the 
snack table and came back with two paper 
plates of sandwiches. He “freshened” both 
our drinks and then we found a quiet place 
to talk on the steps of the rear stairway. 

“How did you know I was hungry, too?” 
I asked him between bites. “These are deli- 
cious!” JI was grateful for the food, not 
only because I had been too excited to eat 
dinner, but also I knew that you shouldn’t 
drink on an empty stomach. Maybe I was 
imagining it, but I already felt strangely 
lightheaded, almost detached. 

I don’t know how long we sat there on 
the darkened stairway talking. Joe told me 
he had gotten the “super” job the hard 
way, finishing high school by taking night 
courses. Then, after the Army, he had 
managed to save enough to put himself 
through office management school. 

Feeling strong just to be near him, I 
hung on his every word. Then in the 
semi-darkness, I felt his hand brush against 
mine and I knew, at that very moment, that 
Joe and I had so very much in common. 

“That’s all there is to tell, Lois. I wish 
there were more but there isn’t. I’m a very 
ordinary guy who’s trying to get ahead.” 

“Joe—I think you’re the most- wonderful 
‘ordinary guy’ I’ve ever met!” I had tried 
to make my voice sound casual but the 
words nearly caught in my throat. 

Everything about Joe was solid and good. 
[ began to cry there in the darkness but 
the tears were of happiness. Joe, sensing 
something was wrong. brought his face 
mine and in the darkness. He 
caught me to him. and we felt the sweet 
thrill of our first kiss. 

“Lois,” he said gently, taking me into 
his arms, “never stop being just this close 


close to 


to me.” 

I accepted his kisses without a murmur, 
forgetting my tears in the shelter of his 
arms. But I remember vividly that at just 
the exact moment I embraced Joe, a clear 
picture of Philip came into my mind! 

\ few minutes later. we both heard the 
throbbing words of a Nat Cole 
record. Like a single body, we stood up 
and walked back into the recreation lounge 
which was already jammed with dancing 
couples. 

Folding me into his arms, I could hardly 
feel my feet touch the floor. He probably 
wasn’t an expert dancer but it had been so 
long since I had danced with anyone that 
it all seemed like a perfect dream. Our 
bodies moved together in harmony and as 
our cheeks touched, I ached to be alone in 
his arms. Oblivious of the other couples, 
Joe guided me toward the entrance of the 
lounge, under the mistletoe, and there he 
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kissed me again. I felt that I would burst 
with happiness! 

It was the ringing of the telephone which 
brought the grim reminder of Mother back 
to me. I’ve always jumped inside mentally 
whenever I hear a phone ring and tonight 
was no exception. 

“What’s the matter, honey?” Joe asked, 
his arms tightening around me. 

“T’ve got to make a phone call right 
away.” I said, my voice strained and low. 
It was nearly one o’clock by the lobby 
clock and I knew Mother must be frantic 
by this time. 

“While you’re making this important 
phone call, [ll be getting us another 
drink,” Joe said, his voice faintly teasing 
as he bent to kiss me. 

Abruptly, before he could kiss me again, 
I excused myself. What must Mrs. Carpen- 
ter be thinking about me now? Panic grip- 
ping my heart, I felt a cold lump of fear as 
I dialed the number. 

The dull tone of the busy signal rang 
in my ear. It must be the party line. I told 
myself, fighting down an unexplainable 
feeling of uneasiness. 

When Joe came back with the martinis, I 
felt a little better. “I'll call again in ten 
minutes,” I said, wondering what kind of 
an alibi I could make up to satisfy Mother. 

Earlier I had told Joe a little about 
Mother but now, with a flood of relief, I 
found myself pouring out the whole story 
as we walked to a secluded office. 

It seemed so natural to be talking to him 
about it that I had hardly noticed later that 
we were sitting in the empty, darkened 
office of J. J. Gibbs. Suppose he should 
walk in and find us here? “Joe.” I asked in 
a low voice, “Is it all right for us to be 
here in Mr. Gibbs’ office?” 

Gathering me close to him on the leather 
couch, Joe kissed away my doubts. Now is 
the time to ask him about the promotion, 
I reasoned. This is why you came remem- 
ber? 

Turning to him, I struggled out of his 
arms, I began to speak quickly, my words 
tripping over each other. 

“Joe, I need that head filing job so very 
much! Couldn’t you speak to Gibbs or 
Reynolds about it for me?” I paused, my 
courage had suddenly left me as quickly as 
it came! 

He reached for me, pulling me into his 
arms but knowing that I had not finished, 
I resisted his attempts to kiss me again. 

*Mother’s bills are so high and I’m wor- 
ried about all these 
check-ups and treatments.” My voice was 
firm again, almost blunt. “Would it be pos- 
sible for you to arrange to get some over- 
time for me?” 

It seemed an eternity before he answered. 
“Darling, you know I'll do everything I can 
to help you... ~ e 


new expenses for 


always! 

“T believe you, Joe.” We stopped talking 
and I relaxed, sleepy and contented in his 
arms. Then the memory of my uncompleted 
telephone call struck a new fear in my 





heart, wiping out everything else. 

“Joe... please... I’ve got to gy 
now.” My words came in short breathless 
gasps as I tried to get up from the couch, 
Struggling, I finally stood up, knowing that 
now I was free from his magnetic em. 
braces, it would be easier to leave. 

“Lois baby, you’re not leaving me now!” 
Joe’s voice sounded like a stranger’s to me. 
a new note of hardness which I never 
noticed before. 

Forcing me roughly back down beside 
him, his lips bruised mine as he fought to 
stop my resistance. But I had no strength 
to match his. Sick with worry and too 
many drinks, and fearful of crying out and 
being discovered, I could only submit to his 
brutal lovemaking. Even his kisses seemed 
repulsive as I suffered through the ordeal, 
clenching my fists to hold back the screams 
which threatened to tear from my throat. 


LATER: Joe was meek and gentle as a 
lamb. I had forgotten about trying to 

call again, I only knew that I had to get 

out of the office and out of the building. 

The party noises had stopped and the 
office was ominously quiet as Joe and | 
left. The chaos and debris was everywhere. 
The “bar” was stacked high with empty 
bottles and lipstick-stained paper cups lit- 
tered the room. Torn bits of red and green 
streamers dangled lifelessly from fluores- 
cent lights and ceiling fixtures. 

As Joe put me in a cab, we both ignored 
the knowing smirk of the driver’s glances 
as I gave him my address. I opened the 
window wide, letting the shock of the early 
morning cold, raw and sharp, bring me to 
my senses. 

When the cab screeched to a halt on our 
snow-packed street. I was surprised to no- 
tice that the porch light was still burning. 
A winter fog covered the house and instinc- 
tively. I knew that something was wrong! 
I paid the driver hurriedly, not even wait- 
ing for my change. 

When I opened the door, I heard Mrs. 
Carpenter call my name sharply. 

“What happened?” I cried “Is she . . .” 
I couldn’t even finish the sentence. 

Then I saw old Dr. Foster, his usually 
smiling face now grave. My throat had 
turned into a solid lump as I waited for him 
to speak. 

“Your mother has had another stroke, 
I’m afraid, Lois,” he said, looking at me 
intently, his voice as soft as I had always 
remembered it. 

I kept my eyes straight ahead, looking at 
the bedroom where Mother lay. Finally, the 
words came. “When did it happen, Doc- 
tor?” 

“Early this morning, Mrs. Carpenter tele- 
phoned me when your mother complained 
of pain and numbness.” He paused. “I 
think Mrs. Carpenter was trying to reach 
you, too, Lois.” 

I nodded dumbly, guilt and remorse 
flooding my body, knowing what both of 
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them were thinking of me and my di- 
sheveled clothing. 

“May I go in Dr. Foster?” I asked. When 
he nodded, I hurried into the room where 
Mother lay, pale as the nightgown she 
wore. I stared down at her, wondering if 
she was conscious of my presence. 

“L-Lois?” I heard her weakly ask, as if 
from a great distance. Seeing her lying so 
helplessly near death, I began to sob as I 
knelt at her bedside. Soon the whole 
wretched story of my shame was out. 

“How can you ever forgive me?” I cried. 
holding her almost lifeless hand in my 
own. 

For what seemed an eternity, Mother’s 
expression remained unchanged. Then her 
eyelids flickered open and | saw the faint 
smile lines deepen near her mouth. “Lois,” 
she repeated, “Remember what I’ve told 
you about Philip. He’s such a good boy.” 
Staring blindly through my tears, I realized 
that Mother had heard my confession and 
this was her way of saying that she forgave 

And in that instant, I lost my mother. 


|" THE MONTHS that followed, my 
mind was filled with nagging doubts. 
Suppose I had stayed home that night? 
Was my absence responsible for her fatal 
stroke, or was it only coincidence that sent 
me away from her bedside on the night she 
died? These questions left me sick and 
troubled with irreconcilable grief and guilt. 
I spent sleepless nights tossing fitfully as I 
waited for peace which never came. 

As the weeks passed into months, I real- 
ized that the raise and promotion which 
finally came to me was not worth one min- 
ute of the sorrow which had burdened my 
life since the night of the office party! How 
stupid I had been to bargain with my body 
so shamefully. 

Joe Barrett was transferred soon after 
the first of the year and I never saw him 
again. Since I had never loved him, nor 
had he loved me, our one night of reckless- 
ness should be a fair warning to those who 
let infatuation and emotions get the upper 
hand! 

Even after my confession to Mother be- 
fore she died, I knew that I could never 
rest peacefully until Philip learned my bit- 
ter secret, too! I knew that it would mean 
the end of our relationship but I couldn’t 
risk the deceit of his not knowing. I wrote 
the letter and forced myself to mail it, real- 
izing that I might never see him again. 

Nearly three months later, I received a 
reply. It read simply: 

“Dear Lois, 

What you have told me is difficult to 
Other men might find your 
sin unpardonable, even by love. But 
knowing you and loving you as long 
as I have, I see you as a victim of 


accept. 


circumstance. All I can say at this 
time is, please wait for me darling. 
Love, 
Philip” 
THE END 


| 
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A Father Against My Will 


(Continued from Page 30) 


all, I am your sister, Vic. Believe me when 

I say I wish you and Sue Ellen all the 

luck and happiness two people can have, 

but—she’s so young, Vic!” 

“You said that before.” I reminded her. 

“So I'll say it again. Look at her. She’s 
like a kid at a birthday party.” 

“Don’t let appearances fool you, Gwen,” 
I told her. “Why, Sue Ellen’s got more 
sense than women twice her age. After all, 
I did do some looking around before I 
made up my mind to get hitched.” 

“That’s exactly what I mean, Vic. Some 
men are the marrying kind. others spend 
their lives ‘looking around.’ They never 
quite adjust to married life.” 

I raised my right hand. “I swear I'll 
never look at another woman.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” Gwen said 
irritably. “A woman changes once she’s 
married. She has new interests, new re- 
sponsibilities.” 

“Not my wife!” I cut in. “The only 
responsibility Sue Ellen will have is me.” 

Just then Sue Ellen came up. “What is 
this, a wedding or a funeral?” she laughed. 
“You two get rid of those long faces. 

rhere’s plenty of time for that later.” 

I swept her into my arms. “Darling. from 
now on, there'll be no sad faces. I’ll make 
sure of that.” Then her soft, sweet lips 
were against mine and I forgot all about 
Gwen and her doubts. Nothing could ever 
come between me and my wife, I told my- 
self. Nothing. 

I was almost forty years old when Sue 
Ellen came along and she was the finest 
thing that had ever happened to me in my 
whole life. It wasn’t only that she was 
beautiful. Or that she was in love with 
me almost as much as I was with her. 
No, what pleased me most was that she 
was young. Young and so full of life. 

If Sue Ellen was with me. a simple thing 
like taking a walk became a glorious ad- 
venture. What I liked best was strolling 
down Hurley Street with her close beside 
me. That way, I could show her off to the 
whole town. I would have showed her off 
to the whole world if I could have. She 
was that beautiful. And I was that proud 
of her. 

She was tall and slim, with flashing dark 
eyes and a dazzling smile. Her smooth 
brown face held all the loveliness of the 
world for me. 

Every evening I’d call for her at the 
beauty shop and we’d walk home together, 
taking the long way through the center 
of town. We’d exchange greetings with 
other strollers and nod to the shopkeepers 
along Hurley Street as we passed. I could 
almost hear them saying what a nice- 
looking couple we made. “There go the 
Straders,” I imagined them telling each 
other. “They must be the happiest pair 
in Alden.” 

I didn’t even mind the way the loafers 
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hanging outside the Acme Pool Hall stared 

at Sue Ellen with their hungry wolf eyes. 

As long as they kept their distance. they 

could look all they wanted to. When I 

was a bachelor, I'd been right there on 
the corner with them, making comments 
about the girls who passed. 

I knew they were envious, so it didn’t 
matter to me that they made cracks behind 
my back about how a guy like me rated a 
swell looker like Sue Ellen. I’d just pull 
her closer to me as we passed that corner 
and thrill to the touch of her brushing 
lightly against me. I’d steal a look at her 
out of the corner and swell up so big 
inside I'd be fit to bust. 

I’d been a bachelor for so long, I was 
afraid that Sue Ellen might consider me 
a poor risk. Not only that, but I was 
almost 20 years older than she. “As if 
that could make a difference!” she had 
gently scolded. “I want the father of my 
children to be a mature man.” 

The father of her children. That was 
the one thing Sue Ellen and I didn’t see 
eye to eye on. She constantly talked about 
getting started on a family, and I was just 
as determined to wait. Not that I had any- 
thing against kids. but I was afraid that 
once they started coming things would 
never be the same with Sue Ellen and me. 

I didn’t want anything to spoil things 
as they were. I made pretty good money 
operating a machine in the auto parts fac- 
tory in Alden, and Sue Ellen worked in 
a beauty shop where she went to work 
right after finishing beauty culture school. 
Her work kept her busy right up until the 
time I got off at the plant. That arrange- 
ment was fine with me because it meant 
that she had less time to fret about not 
having children. 

Sue Ellen kept our tiny apartment as 
neat as wax, but I saw to it that we didn’t 
spend many nights sitting around the 
house. I was accustomed to going out every 
night. so every night I’d have something 
planned for us to do together: bowling 
one night. dancing the next, then a movie 
or a visit to the home of friends. 

Often Sue Ellen would suggest a quiet 
evening at home. “I'll cook dinner and 
then we'll just sit and talk,” she’d say. 
“Wouldn’t you like that, darling?” 

I’d pull her into my arms and rub my 
face into her soft curls and say, “Not on 
your life. I won’t have my beautiful wife 
slaving her life away. You deserve the 
finest meal money can buy after working 
all day in that shop.” 

In the end, I’d have my way and we'd 
leave the shop and stroll arm in arm to 
a restaurant. But I couldn’t help noticing 
the longing and the envy in Sue Ellen’s 
eyes whenever we'd pass a bunch of kids 
on the street, or the way she'd get all 
excited when someone she knew was about 
to have a baby. 


S° OUR DAYS were taken up with work 

and our evenings were filled with fun 
and pleasure. And at night, as Sue Ellen 
lay warm and close beside me in the dark. 
ness, I’d whisper intensely, “I love you so 
much, darling. I don’t want to share you 
with anyone.” Those weren’t just words, 
It was a solemn vow that I meant to keep 
come hell or high water. 

It was a September evening almost two 
years after we were married that the first 
clouds began to appear as a threat to our 
happiness. The plant was turning out a 
new auto part and I'd brought home the 
new list of specifications to study. Sue 
Ellen was happy for a chance to cook a 
meal at home for a change. She hummed 
a little song as she washed the dishes. “I 
feel like a wife now,” she called out, then 
added in a low voice, “. . . almost.” 

I bent over my work and pretended not 
to hear. A short time later, Sue Ellen came 
in and sat down at the dining room table 
opposite me. I glanced at her over the edge 
of the paper I was holding. As always. my 
heart skipped a beat at the sight of her 
sweet, heart-shaped face. Only now, her 
eyes were troubled and her smooth fore- 
head was creased. 

“Vic—” 

“Yes, dear?” I asked, feeling that she 
was about to bring up the one thing I 
didn’t want to talk about. 

“IT saw Betty Morse today,” she went on. 
“Remember her? She got married the same 
week we did. Well, she came in the shop 
today.” 

“That’s nice.” I said, not raising my 
head. “How is she?” 

“Fine. She’s got a new baby,” Sue Ellen 
answered. There was a trace of envy in 
her voice. “That makes two for her. A boy 
and a girl.” 

I grunted. “They sure are working hard 
at making a family! No wonder they never 
had time to go out with us,” I commented. 

“What a way to talk!” Sue Ellen scolded. 
“Every woman wants children.” She got up 
and came around behind my chair. 

I felt her hand on my shoulder and I 
reached up and patted it gently. “I know 
how you feel, darling, and we'll have them 
someday.” I promised vaguely. 

“Why not now?” she asked. “Vic, we've 
never really discussed this, but maybe we 
should right now.” 

“What's the rush?” I asked, tossing aside 
my pencil. I turned and looked up at her. 
“Aren’t you happy the way things are?” 

Sue Ellen dropped to her knees beside 
my chair. “Oh, darling, you know I am,” 
she said fervently. “Only—well, I want to 
have my babies while I’m still young.” 

I reached down and cupped her face in 
my hands. Her eyes seemed wider and 
deeper than ever as she pleaded, “Don’t 
you see, darling? We can grow up with 
the children. But if we wait too long—” 

My body stiffened. “If we wait too luug, 
then I'll be too old to enjoy the kids. Is 
that it?” I demanded harshly. 

“No, Vic, no!” Tears welled up in her 
eyes. “I didn’t mean it that way,” she 


? 









































































my | 
time 
tamil 
WI 
to go 
feel t 
A gir 
or to 
me, 1 
me fe 
and t 
didn’t 
along 
thing 
happi 
have 1 
sible. 
anyon 
Fea 
refusit 
aside | 
Sue E. 
head r 
was a 
she ha 
Quic 
bed. 
tender 
ding n 
There 
her wa 
as she 
I pu 
sorry i 








h work 
th fun 
- Ellen 
> dark. 
you so 
re you 
words, 
0 keep 


st two 
ie first 
to our 
out a 
ne the 
Sue 
00k a 
mmed 
ies. “T 
, then 
i 
ed not 
| came 
table 
> edge 
ys. my 
of her 
, her 
fore- 


it she 
ing I 


nt on. 
same 
shop 


5 my 


Ellen 
vy in 


\ boy 


hard 
never 
nted, 
iided. 
ot up 


ind I 
know 
them 


we've 
e we 


aside 
her. 
39 
eside 
” 
am, 
nt to 
> 
ce in 
and 
Yon’t 
with 
_ 
lung, 
a Is 


her 
she 








eee ot 





murmured. “I’m sorry if [ hurt you. It’s 
just that—” Her voice broke and she 
twisted her face away and stood up. “I 
think I'll go to bed now,” she said, then 
tuned and ran out of the room before I 
could say anything. 

[| picked up my pencil and tried to get 
hack to work. But my mind wasn’t on it. 
| knew how desperately my wife longed for 
achild. Anything else, I would have moved 
heaven and earth to get for her. But a 


baby— 


S ISAT THERE, my mind went back to 
!\ my childhood. To my mother as I re- 
membered her. Tired, shapeless, and old 
before her time from worrying with us kids, 
my sister. my three brothers and I. It was 
not that Dad didn’t provide for his family. 
We lived fairly well on his salary and Mom 
siways said that boys were less trouble to 
raise than girls. 

But Mom was one of those women who 
have a hard time at childbirth. All during 
the time she carried her babies, Mom suf- 
fered like sin. I was the oldest, and I still 
shudder when I think how sick Mom got 
each time one of the kids arrived. More 
than that, I noticed with aching heart that 
with each new arrival, she had less time, 
less attention for me. Whenever I’d want 
her affectionate care she would put me off, 
saying, “You’re the oldest, Victor. I’ve got 
to look after your sister and brothers and 
you're big enough to help me.” 

The trouble was, I didn’t want to be her 
helper. I wanted things to be like they 
were before all the others came. But that 
was impossible, and I grew up resenting 
my sister and brothers and at the same 
time loving them because they were my 
tamily. 

When I became a man, the girls I picked 
to go out with were those who made me 
feel that I was the center of their universe. 
\ girl who was too devoted to her parents 
orto her career didn’t stand a chance with 
me. Then Sue Ellen came along. She made 
me feel I was the smartest, the strongest 
and the handsomest man in the world. I 
didn’t want anything or anybody to come 
along and change that. Not even the one 
thing that I knew would make my wife’s 
happiness complete—a child. I wanted to 
have my wife all to myself as long as pos- 
sible. I wasn’t willing to share her with 
anyone. 

Fearing that I had upset Sue Ellen by 
refusing to discuss plans for a baby, I put 
aside my work and went into the bedroom. 
Sue Ellen was lying quietly on the bed, her 
head resting on one arm. In her small fist 
was a balled-up handkerchief and I knew 
she had been crying. 

Quickly, I undressed and slipped into 
bed. At that mement I felt more love and 
tenderness for her than even on our wed- 
ding night. “Asleep, sweet?” I whispered. 
There was no answer. I laid my arm across 
her waist and my heart pounded furiously 
as she trembled slightly at my touch. 

I put my lips close to her ear. “I’m 
sorry if | upset you, darling,” I apologized. 


Your 
I love 


“T wouldn’t hurt you for the world. 
happiness means everything to me. 
you so much.’ 

Slowly, her head moved until my lips 
were on hers. Her warm, moist kisses 
opened the flood gates of love. I pressed 
her tight to me and all my love for her 
came pouring out like a tempestuous 
stream. 

The next day, Sue Ellen told me that she 
wanted to open up a shop of her own. She 
had built up a steady trade of regular cus- 
tomers, she said. and was sure that they 
would stay with her. 

A shop of your own would be a lot of 
hard work,” I reminded her. 

She shrugged her shoulders in a gesture 
“What difference does it 
“T’ve got 


of hopelessness. 
make?” she asked me listlessly. 
nothing else to keep me busy.” 

“Tf that’s what you want, then I’m all for 
it,” I said with a cheerfulness I did not 
feel. I knew only too well what she meant 
when she said she had nothing else to keep 
her busy. The more I thought about it the 
more I was convinced that Sue Ellen’s plan 
might be just the thing to take her mind 
off the child she wanted so desperately. 

Time proved how right I was. I couldn’t 
have thought up a better way to keep Sue 
Ellen occupied and close to me if I'd 
schemed for a month. We found a two- 
story frame house on Elm Street, right on 
the corner. It had a side entrance that led 
down three steps to the basement. This was 
where we decided to build the shop. Up- 
stairs were a parlor, dining room, kitchen 
and bedroom, with two more bedrooms and 
bath on the second floor. 

“We've got living space we’ll never use,” 


I remarked as Sue Ellen and I went 
through the house we had just bought. 
Sue Ellen gave a hard, brittle laugh. 


“We'll find some use for it. I imagine,” she 
“Tf I work hard enough we may need 


the 


said. 
this 
tomers.” 

As it turned out, 
about that. In just a 
doing so well that she brought in a girl to 
help her. And still she found time and 
energy to decorate furnish the up- 
stairs, turning it into a bright. cosy home 
that was the envy of all our friends. 


space to accommodate all cus- 


she was almost right 


few months she was 


and 


“Why lovely, children,” Sue Ellen’s 
mother beamed when she came to Alden 
for her first visit with us. “I must say I 
think you two have done wonders.” 

“Sue Ellen deserves all the credit, 
Mother Wilson,” I said proudly. “She’s 


made me the best wife a man could wish 
for!” 

“And she’s a daughter any mother would 
mother-in-law added, 


“There’s only one 


be proud of,” my 
glancing at Sue Ellen. 
thing missing.” 

“What’s that?” I asked, 
it a moment later. 


then regretted 


Mrs. Wilson gave Sue Ellen a mock 
frown. “I had hoped to be a grandmother 


she scolded gently. 
“T’ve been 


by this time,” 
Sue Ellen lowered her eyes. 
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so busy with the shop and the new house, 
Mom,” she said defensively. “How in the 
world could I take care of a baby and do 
all this, too?” She made a little gesture 
with her hand. 

“Sue Ellen, as wonderful as all this is, 
it won’t be complete until there’s a baby in 
the house,” her mother declared. 

Sue Ellen stood up quickly. “I—I think 
I’ll make a pot of coffee,” she stammered, 
then hurried out to the kitchen. 

Mother Wilson waited until she had left 
the room, then came over and sat down 
beside me on the sofa. I studied her with 
admiration. She was still a good-looking 
woman and not at all what is usually con- 
sidered the “mother-in-law” type. 

“Vic, I’m worried,” she confided, putting 
a hand on my knee and leaning towards 
me. 

“What about, Mother Wilson?” I asked 
cautiously. I decided to let her do all the 
talking. 

She tossed an anxious glance out towards 
the kitchen, then lowered her voice. “Why 
haven’t you and Sue Ellen had a child by 
now?” she asked. I hesitated, and she went 


on, “You can be frank with me. After all, 
I am Sue Ellen’s mother.” 
I gave an embarrassed laugh. “I really 


don’t know what to say except that we just 
haven’t gotten around to starting a family 
yet.” 

She sniffed indignantly. “Ill tell you 
what it is, Vic,” she said. “That daughter 
of mine is too wrapped up in that beauty 
shop of hers to think about becoming a 
mother.” 

I heard Sue Ellen getting down the cups 
and saucers and I was afraid that she’d 
walk in on us any moment. “Please don’t 
say anything to Sue Ellen about this. [ll 
handle it,” I promised, feeling a little guilty 
because I had led her to believe that it was 
Sue Ellen, not I, who objected to children. 

Mother Wilson stayed with us for two 
weeks, and although I liked her and en- 
joyed having her, I breathed a deep sigh 
of relief when she finally said goodbye. I 
didn’t want to share Sue Ellen even with 
her mother. 


NE WARM AUTUMN evening, after we 
had been married for five years, I 
came home from work to find that Sue 
Ellen was not down in the shop. Usually, 
she was in the process of finishing up a last 
minute customer or just puttering around 


the shop waiting for me. This time, Leora, 
the girl who worked for Sue Ellen, was 


cleaning up the shop. “Mrs. Strader went 
upstairs early today,” she told me, as I 
glanced into the empty booth where Sue 
Ellen worked. 

My heart stood still for a long moment, 
then raced wildly. “Is something wrong?” 
I blurted out. Without waiting for an an- 


swer, I dashed up the stairs calling, “Sue 
Ellen! Darling, where are you?” 
“In here, Vic.” Her voice, strangely 


I found 


weak, came from the living room. 








her there, lying on the sofa with a ligh 
coverlet over her. 

“‘What’s the matter, darling?” I cried oy 
anxiously. “Why didn’t you call me at th 
plant if you were ill?” 

She smiled sweetly and raised her hanj 
to my cheek. “There’s nothing to wor 
about,” she told me. “Besides, there’l 
probably be many more days like this.” 

Stunned, I sank to the edge of the so 
and sat there trying to collect my thought: 
It couldn’t be true what she was hinting 
at, yet that look of sublime happiness 
Sue Ellen’s face told me it was. A baly 
was the one thing in the world that coulj 
make her smile that ecstatic. 

My first feeling was one of betrayal 
Then I felt resentful. If Sue Ellen sy. 
pected my inner emotions, she gave no in. 
dication. “You'll love him, dear,” she tol 
me confidently. 

So she had it all figured out. It was go. 


ing to be a boy, and I was expected to wel. 


come the little intruder with open arms, 

“It will be so much more fun having 
someone to work for,” she went on. “You'l 
see. Much as we love each other, Vic, life 
would get pretty dull with just the two oj 
us.” 

She reached up and clasped her arm: 
around my neck. Her voice shook with 


emotion as she asked hopefully, “Aren't! 


you just a little pleased, darling?” 

I forced a smile to my lips. “Sure, dar. 
ling. Of course, I am,” I lied. 

“Don’t sound so grumpy about it,” Sue 
Ellen chided gently. She suddenly sat wy 
and said pertly, “You’re going to be : 
father, Mr. Strader.” 

She was so joyously happy that some o! 
her excitement infected me. I knew that 
in the weeks to come she would need all the 
love and attention I could shower on her. 
I knew, too, that this should be the hap 
piest moment in our lives, and yet I was 
acting as if the world were coming to a 
end. Maybe it wasn’t going to be too bad. 
after all, I told myself. Then I thought of 
the nine drab, funless months ahead, ani 
doubts began to torment me. “What do! 
do in the meantime?” I asked miserably. 

Sue Ellen stared at me for a momett. 
then her eyes crinkled at the corners and 
she bust out laughing. “I’m serious, Sue 
Ellen,” I insisted. “Just think, we won't be 
able to go out any more, and—” 

“Oh, you big lug! My precious sweet.” 
she cut in, pulling me close to her. “0! 
course we'll be able to go out. We’re goins 
to have lots of fun, especially when the 
baby comes.” 

I held her tight for a long time. She 
was so sweet and helpless in my arms. Bi! 
stronger than the love for her that flooded 
through me was the terrible resentment te 
ward the new life that was already on it 
way to share her with me. ; 

In the days that followed, I began to fee 
more and more self-pity, even though Sw 
Ellen bustled around the house, her fat‘ 
glowing with happiness. She tried hard 10 
to let her approaching motherhood spo! 
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our good times together. As her figure be- 
gan to fill out, she would good-naturedly 
sit on the sidelines when I went bowling, 
and we had to confine our dancing to slow 
fox trots and waltzes. 

Sue Ellen was a good sport about every- 
thing. but life just wasn’t the same as be- 
fore. And I didn’t like it. 

As time for Sue Ellen’s confinement ap- 
proached, I became more and more nervous 
and irritable. It was bad enough seeing 
how her once-alluring figure had swollen 
all out of shape, but suppose something 
happened to her in the hospital? 

“Don’t be silly, darling,” she comforted. 
“Having a baby is a perfectly natural 
thing. Women have been doing it for 
years.” 

“Yes, but—” 

She’d seal my lips with a quick kiss, but 
my fears remained. Finally, I discovered 
that if I had a drink before going home, I 
could brace myself. The liquor helped me 
forget what the future might bring. Soon, 
one shot was not enough, so I doubled the 
dose. On the night Sue Ellen went to the 
hospital, I killed a fifth of whiskey I had 
hidden in the car. 

I'd stay in the waiting room until I 
couldn’t stand the suspense no longer, then 
run outside and take a drink or two. After 
[had drained the bottle, I ran down the 
street to buy another. But the liquor stores 
were closed and by the time I got back to 
the hospital, the baby had been born. I 
don’t think Sue Ellen ever forgave me for 
not being there. 

“How is she?” I asked the nurse, after 
dashing up to the maternity ward. 

“Your wife is doing fine, Mr. Strader,” 
the nurse told me. “And you have a seven- 
pound son.” 

But I wasn’t interested in that part. All 
I wanted to know was that Sue Ellen was 
all right. She was the one I cared about. 
Ihurried into her room and knelt beside 
her bed. The sight of her thin, tired face 
sent a stab of pain through me. The baby 
had done this to her, I told myself angrily. 

“Darling, are you all right?” I asked, 
smoothing back her hair on the pillow. 

She smiled weakly and nodded. “The 
baby—did you see our son, Vic?” she asked 
ina hoarse whisper. 

“Not yet, darling. 
sure about you first.” 

I felt her fingers digging into my arm. 
“You'll love him. Vic. He’s so sweet. Prom- 
ise me you'll love him?” she pleaded. 

“Of course I will.” I told her. 

Sue Ellen closed her eyes and nodded. 
“Iknow you will, Vic,” she said, then dozed 
off to sleep. 


I wanted to make 


Even if I had meant to keep my promise 
to Sue Ellen, the way the baby disrupted 
our lives made it impossible. Little Vic 
was the most demanding baby I ever saw. 
He was cute in a helpless sort of way, but 
when I stood looking down at him in his 
ctib I got no fatherly feeling, nor did I 
feel any pride. 


I only wondered how he could eat so 


much and soil so many clothes and keep 
Sue Ellen running around day and night. 
My meals were no longer ready when | 
got home from work because Little Vic had 
to be fed. Sue Ellen couldn’t take in a 
movie with me because Little Vic had to be 
bathed and put to bed. And at night, she 
was climbing in and out of bed at all hours 
to answer his cries. 

The baby was my rival, I felt, and I 
spent more and more time away from home, 
drinking with the boys or just hanging 
around the bar. 

“What’s the matter, Vic?” Sue Ellen 
asked when I came home late one night. 
“Have I done or said something to make 
you angry with me?” 

I gazed at her longingly. “Why, no,” I 
said. “Why do you ask?” 

“Then it’s the baby,” she said tonelessly. 
“You don’t play with him. Why you don’t 
even ask how he is when you come home, 
Vic.” 

I picked up the evening paper and went 
into the living room. “Let’s drop it, huh?” 
I said. But she followed me. 

“There’s something else,” she said ac- 
cusingly. 

“What now?” 

“Your drinking, Vic. I wish you’d stop. 
It makes you so different. Sullen and ir- 
ritable.” 

I threw down paper. 
else?” I demanded. “You might as well go 
down the whole list of things wrong with 
me.” 

OP rease: VCs ss 

“Stop nagging!” I shouted. 

“Shh! You'll wake the 
warned. 

I jumped to me feet. “I’m sick and tired 
of tip-toeing around because of the baby, 
of eating cold meals and never seeing you, 
all because of the baby,” I grated. “You 
want to know something? I’m sorry you 


my “Anything 


baby,” she 


had 


ever had the baby! 

“Vic!” Sue Ellen’s voice was an an- 
guished scream. 

The moment I spoke I was sorry for what 
I said. But it was too late to recall the 
angry words that had been building up in- 
side me for so long. Sue Ellen and I had 
our first quarrel, and I grabbed up my hat 
and stomped out the door. 

I didn’t come home until the next morn- 
ing. I really had a load on when I banged 
my way into the house. I had been drink- 
ing all night, brooding over the way my 
unwanted son had messed up my life with 
Sue Ellen. There were two suitcases stand- 
ing in the hall and then I saw Sue Ellen 
with her hat and coat on. The baby, all 
bundled up, was in her arms. 

“What’s going on here?” I demanded. 

Sue Ellen didn’t answer. But the look of 
contempt she shot at me hurt more than 
any words she might have said. It made 


me even I walked over and 
grabbed her arm. 


on?” T repeated. 


more angry. 
“I said what’s going 


She twisted away from me and retreated 


several steps. 


| 
| 
| 
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“I’m taking the baby to Mother’s,” she 
said evenly. 

“Fine,” I said, steadying myself against 
the wall. “The old lady always did want a 
grandchild. We'll leave the baby with her 
Pc ere 

“I’m going to stay with mother, too,” Sue 
Ellen said in a quiet voice. 

“Like hell, you are!” I growled. “You’re 
my wife, and you'll do as I say.” 

Again, I reached for her, but this time 
she ducked away. I made another lunge, 
and in trying to escape my outstretched 
arms, she moved backwards across the 
room, crying for me to keep away. What 
happened next was over before it even 
registered on my intoxicated brain. It was 
almost like in a dream, the way I saw her 
trip over her suitcases and I shouted 
and grabbed for her to keep her from 
falling. 

But Sue Ellen screamed with fright and 
hugged the baby tighter to her as she kept 
moving back. The next instant she was 
falling backward and the baby flew out of 
her arms. : 

For what seemed an eternity there was a 
deathly silence. Then Sue Ellen’s horrified 
ery, “Oh, no!” She scrambled to her feet 
and ran to the baby. I was right beside her. 
I helped her to a chair and tried to take the 
baby from her. 

And suddenly, she was no longer crying 
or screaming. She was clutching the still 
form of Little Vic to her breast and rock- 
ing back and forth, crooning softly. “You 
can’t have my baby,” she was saying in 
an odd voice. “I won’t let anything hurt my 
baby. He’s all I’ve got.” 

Over and over she repeated the words 
like a chant, and her eyes had a crazy, far- 
away look. I dropped to my knees beside 
her. “Darling! It’s me, Vic,” I said fran- 
tically. “Everything’s going to be all right. 
Please give me the baby so I can see if 
he’s all right.” 

A crafty smile curled her lips. “You 
want to hurt my baby,” she said, “but I 
won't let you. You hate my baby.” 

“But I don’t hate the baby!” I protested. 
“He’s already hurt from the fall. We've 
got to get him to a doctor!” 

But she refused to loosen her grip on 
the baby, and I stood there with tears 
streaming down my face wondering what to 
do. Finally, I rushed to the phone and 
called the hospital. 

I spent the next ten minutes in hell. The 
inert form of the baby ... Sue Ellen’s 
vacant stare . . . her incoherent babbling 

. I nearly went out of my mind. A 
thousand times while waiting for that am- 
bulance to arrive I cursed myself for being 
such a blind, stupid fool. I talked to Sue 
Ellen, begged her forgiveness, even though 
it was plain to see that she didn’t under- 
stand a word I said. I even did some 
praying. 

Finally, the ambulance came and the 
doctor managed to get Sue into it, although 
she still refused to give up the baby. Only 
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after the two of them were safely in the 
hospital did the full horror of the situation 
come over me. Then, the exhaustion, the 
liquor and all the confusion of the past 
hour took effect and I passed out. 

An hour or so later, the doctor shook me 
awake to tell me that my son had suffered 
only a slight concussion and was in no 
serious danger. But Sue Ellen had suffered 
a nervous breakdown, brought on, the doc- 
tor said, by her fear for the baby and by 
the anxiety caused by my rejection of the 
child. 

Tears of gratitude and shame poured 
down my cheeks and that night I became a 
man—and a father. 

Sue Ellen will be home in a few weeks 


and I am all ready to give her the tende 
care and attention the doctor says gy 
needs for a complete recovery. I know thy 
what I suffered that horrible day when he, 
mind became confused is only part of th 
punishment I must face because of py 
cruelty and selfishness. And I know that] 
can never fully atone for my sins. 

But I have already made a start by ge. 
ting acquainted with my son and taking th 
first steps to becoming a real father to hin, 
And I know now that by trying to keep 
what I loved most all to myself, I nearly 
lost everything. The only love that is worth 
anything is the love that can be shared, 

That’s what I’m going to tell Sue Elle 
when she comes home. THE END 





Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 12) 


the plane altogether; the Count’s en- 
tire wardrobe was lost and it was days 
before his majesty changed clothes 
until the brand new wardrobe ar- 
rived; and finally, his Catherine was 
forced to personally deliver three im- 
portant items left behind: 1) toilet 
tissue, 2) Jet magazine, and 3) 
comic books. 


These are dreadful times for Ethel 
Waters, trying to reduce her weighty pro- 
portions. She’s given up practically every- 
thing eatable and still tipping the scales 
at 301. 


Columbia Records’ newest singing 
find, 25-year-old Dick Wilson, is in 
the doghouse. Scheduled to record 
a Jerome Kern album, he had the 
audacity to keep maesiro Mitch Mil- 
ler waiting two hours for him to show 
for his first session. As a matter of 
fact, young Mr. Wilson never showed 
at all. 


Self-appointed heavyweight champ Ar- 
chie Moore is getting about as cagey re- 
garding his age as old Satchel Paige. The 
last time someone asked how old he was, 
Archie said he was thirty-eight. When 
asked if that was according to the book, he 
just grinned and said: “That’s according 
to me.” 


Tin Pan Alley’s Larry Douglas ad- 
mits that the inspiration behind his 
latest song hit, Flaming Red Hair, is 
a pretty little redhaired dancer in the 
Damn Yankee cast, but insists they’re 


just good friends. 


Dorothy Donegan, of the 88’s, would like 
to branch out from the pop and boogie 
field and is seriously considering becoming 
a concert pianist. She intends, however, 
to close each program on a boogie-woogie 
beat. 


Varetta Dillard, a singer of rock 


°*n roll, or, as more recently termed 
“happy music,” has gone morbid 
again by waxing, I Miss You, Jimmy, 
a record tribute to the late actor 
James Dean. Not too long ago Miss 
Dillard’s big hit was also a tribute, 
Johnny Is Gone, referring of course 
to Johnny Ace, whose backlog of ree. 
ords, incidentally, are still being re- 
leased. 


Jimmy DePriest, 19-year-old nephew of 
Marian Anderson who has his own band, 
plays drums, composes, arranges, et cetera, 
et cetera, also has his own radio program 
in Philadelphia. 


Singer Harry Belafonte will soon 
make his debut as a composer of a 
motion picture score. He’s doing the 
background music for United Artists’ 
Trooper Hook, starring Barbara Stan- 
wyck. 


Mr. Wonderful (Sammy Davis, Jr.) who 
has picked up another title along the way, 
Mayor of Show Business City (that’s Times 
Square, NYC) is giving bigtime night club 
operators plenty of time to consider how 
much they want him when he returns to the 
circuit. Asking price is reported at $15,000 
per week. 


The celebrated Mills Brothers, who 
have been working as a trio for some 
time now, will probably remain that 
way. Papa of the group, who is now 
75, recently had a leg amputated and 
was hoping to have an artificial re- 
placement in time to join the boys 
for their Latin Quarter opening. Dis- 
appointment over missing their first 
Broadway Cafe appearance in ten 
years has resulted in pop’s decision 
to retire. 


Young (14) Frankie Lymon has been 
booked to take his Teen-Agers for a tour 0! 
England. They’ll do six weeks of concerts, 
radio and television for British fans. 
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I Didn’t Know About Girls 


(Continued from Page 22) 


at his construction job six days a week 
and went to church twice on Sunday, 
morning and evening. But somehow he 
couldn’t help looking at women in tight 
skirts, and I think he hated himself for 
being what he considered “weak,” and he 
hated the women for attracting his atten- 
tion. 

And all he had to do was just see me 
talking to a girl off by ourselves some- 
where and he would give me the dollar 
and a-half sermon. 

“Remember what happened to the 
Thomas boy,” he would wind up saying. 
“He had to marry that girl—and them 
still in their teens.” 

Sure I knew about the Thomas boy. 
Everybody in the whole cotton-pickin’ 
neighborhood knew. Charlie Thomas had 
been going steady with this girl for about 
a year or so. People saw them everywhere 
together. And then all of a sudden you didn’t 
see them. I mean, you saw Charlie all right, 
but you didn’t see his girl. Not for a long 
time, and then a lot of the women started 
whispering over back fences and on the 
telephone party line. The next thing you 
knew, they were saying Charlie and his 
girl had married, real quietly. And then 
you began to see Charlie and his girl 
again, only now she was his wife, and 
they had this little crumb-crusher with 
them. all wrapped up in blue blankets. 

“The wages of sin,” my old man mut- 
tered darkly. “A young boy has got no busi- 
ness messing around with girls, George. 
He'll only get into trouble.” 

All right, already, I said to myself, so 
who was messing around with girls? Not 
me. I had troubles enough already. I 
mean, with my last year of high school 
starting and me trying to win my football 
letter and get my classes all straightened 
out and everything. who had time for girls? 

Then up pops this Marilyn Standish, 
looking like she should have been in the 
magazines with Kitt and Dandridge. She 
had a baby face and laughing black eyes 
and she liked to wear tight sweaters and 
blue jeans and—well, it was hard to look 
at Marilyn and see anything so evil as my 
old man had been talking about. In fact, 
[ thought the old man must have been off 
his rocker. 

It turned out that Marilyn and her folk 
had just moved to town shortly before 
school opened so her old man could work 
in the steel mills. Her mother, too, had 
gotten a job somewhere, and between the 
two of them they must have been making 
pretty good money, because Marilyn 
seemed to have all kinds of crazy clothes. 
A lot of the girls at school were jealous 
of her because of all the things she had 
to wear. I don’t know why they should 
have felt that way, though, because Mari- 
lyn didn’t act rich or anything, and like 
! said, she liked to wear those sweaters 
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and blue jeans a lot, so she looked like 
any other normal, healthy girl—only 
maybe a little healthier in certain places. 

Still, I didn’t pay much attention to 
Marilyn. I mean, I looked at her, but I 
didn’t say anything, because there was 
football and all, and I had to keep up in 
my studies. Not that I had too much 
trouble in class. In fact, I was what you 
would call a good student, even in the 
hard stuff like math and the drippy stuff 
like English. That’s how I got talking to 
Marilyn. She didn’t know from nothing 
about trig. 

“Oh, George. you’re so good in this 
stuff, and I’m absolutely stupid,” she said 
to me one day after class. I gulped and 
felt my Adam’s Apple playing elevator up 
and down my throat because, well, that 
crisp little voice of hers talking directly 
to me just did things, that’s all. And I 
didn’t know it but that was one of the 
little tricks girls play on fellows. You 
know, they make you feel all big and 
smart and everything. A lot of guys older 
than I am are suckers for that kind of 
carrying on. 

“T just can’t seem to get all those sines, 
and cosines, and tangents and cosecants 
and things straightened out in my head,” 
Marilyn was saying. “I wish I were smart 
in trig like you, George.” 

Well that did it. I realized right then 
that not only was she nice to look at, but 
that she was real intelligent, too. 

“Trigonometry isn’t so bad,” I told her, 
thinking for the first time how much my 
voice was really like Gregory Peck’s. 

“But I just can’t seem to get the hang 
of it, George,” she protested. Her lower 
lip jutted out ever so slightly in a pretty 
pout for a minute, then her black eyes 
suddenly broke into a happy little dance. 
“George,” she practically yelled, “could 
you help me?” 

“Why, sure,” I answered, not bothering 
to think how. 


“Oh, good,” she cried with delight. 
“Come on in the library. It’s study 


period.” 

And that’s how things got started. We 
went to the library and talked a little bit 
about trig and a whole lot about good 
teachers like Mrs. Teaberry and_ the 
squares like old Mr. Bradley, and about 
the chances of the football team and 
about how we didn’t think rock ’n roll 
music was as bad as some of the older 
folk tried to make it. 

I can’t remember too much more of the 
specific things we talked about in the li- 
brary, because it was pretty dazzling just 
sitting next to Marilyn and inhaling that 
‘soft, warm perfume she was wearing. That 
was another thing about Marilyn. She 
\didn’t smell like other girls. I mean, other 
\girls didn’t smell at all, but whenever you 
got real close to Marilyn. you suddenly 


got a faint whiff of fresh, green fragrance 
She didn’t overdo it, understand. Jug 
barely enough. 

But it was pretty heady stuff, that and 
her voice too. She just sort of sent sparks 
crackling along to a guy’s central nervoy 
system, and then the whole works bley 
up. You sat there petrified, watching the 
soft molds and sweep of her body in thog 
good-looking clothes she wore. 


S° MARILYN and I got to be friends 
\" We talked whenever we met in the 
halls and we studied trig together in the 
library. She wasn’t nutty like a lot of 
other girls. I mean, she didn’t laugh and 
giggle and act silly all the time. And she 
wasn’t dumb either. Trig wasn’t easy for 
her, but she was really willing to work 
at it, and she was learning, too. 

But still, Marilyn did little things that 
worried me. Like when we would be sit. 
ting in the library sometime and _ she 
would move over real close to me and 
press her legs close against mine, all 
warm and everything. At first, I thought 
that she didn’t really notice what she was 
doing, but then somehow it dawned on me 
that she knew all right. And then some. 
times she had a funny way of crooking 
her arm on my shoulder and resting her 
head on it, so that I could smell her hair 
and the perfume and everything all at 
once and the Fourth of July fireworks 
would start going off inside my head. And 
the way she could look at me sometimes; 
her eyelids fluttering and her voice get- 
ting a little husky. 

Yeah, somebody should have warned 
me, all right. I was taking those curves 
fast, and there wasn’t a danger sign in 
sight. 

But there was my old man, griping all 
the time. He had decided that I was 
spending too much time after school at 
football practice. “If you’re so smart that 
you don’t have to spend that time study: 
ing,” he said, “maybe you should get a 
job. You’re tall and strong for your age. 
You can do a man’s work.” Pop had 
gone to a little country school in the 
South where the kids attended classes half 
a year and picked cotton in the fields the 
other half. 
play basketball and run track and things 
like that, so he didn’t think they were s0 





He hadn’t had a chance to | 


important. I had a hard time convincing | 


him that good athletes earn from six to 
twenty thousand dollars a year or better. 
and that I just might be good enough to 
turn pro someday if I worked at it. | 
never did really sell him on the idea. Pop 
was a pain. 

Maybe that’s the reason I started talk- 
ing more and more to Marilyn. She wasn't 
a problem. I mean, we didn’t fuss and 
fight all the time, like I did with my old 
man. In fact, Marilyn was getting %0 
friendly, I didn’t know what to do. It 
seemed like a lot of times when we talked 
she had more on her mind than trigonon- 
etry. Like one day we were standing talk- 
ing in a little nook under one of the 
stairways in school—not saying anything 
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much, except a little stuff about fellows 
and girls—and then all of a sudden she 
had inched up real close to me and I 
could smell the perfume and the sweet 
cleanness of her hair and the sweat was 
beginning to pop out on me like I was in 
a steam bath. 

That’s when she kissed me, quick and 
soft and with a kind of little fury, like a 
playful but rough kitten. It gave me fever. 

Just about that time we heard some- 
body coming down the steps and Marilyn 
wheeled and ran. And there I stood, feel- 
ling like a fool. I was so dumb about 
girls! I hadn’t ever kissed one before, at 
least, not like that, right in the mouth 
and everything. I didn’t even know why 
Marilyn had kissed me, but I figured that 
if it was time for us to be doing that. then 
the thought should have occurred to me 
first. I didn’t see how I could be so stupid. 

I wasn’t much good for anything else 
the rest of the day. At football practice 
that afternoon, I missed a couple of easy 
blocking assignments, and once when I 
was carrying the ball and the line had 
opened up a hole big enough for a team 
of mules, I missed the opening and got 
smeared so hard they almost had to scrape 
me up off the field. 

I couldn’t hardly wait for the next day 
to come, thinking that maybe I’d get a 
chance to kiss Marilyn again. or vice 
versa, as the case had been. But things 
just didn’t seem to work out right. We 
never had a chance to be alone. 

But Marilyn’s mind was working, all 
right. “Look, George,” she said to me, 
“fm having a little trouble with trig 
again and—and I was wondering if you 
couldn’t stop by my house this afternoon 
and we could study.” 

“Well. I don’t know.” I said slowly, “I 
mean, I don’t know your folks and—” 


“Oh.” Marilyn said, making a little 
face, “they won’t even be home. They 


work late.” 

“Well, I—I. uh, I’ve got to practice this 
evening Marilyn and I—well. gosh, I don’t 
think I can.” I was as embarrassed as a 
bald-headed monkey. Scared was what I 
really was. and I was embarrassed _ be- 
couse I knew Marilyn could see that I 
was scared. 


“All right,” she said shortly, and 
flounced off. 
She mentioned that going home _to- 


gether bit a couple of more times during 
the next week, but I always found some 
excuse not to. It must have been pretty 
obvious to Marilyn that I was making ex- 
cuses, because she began to act kind of 
cool all of a sudden, and the next thing 
I knew she was getting awfully friendly 
with a lot of crummy characters like Billy 
Adams and Joe Marshall. They always 
fooled around with a lot of girls, and it 
sort of made me angry when I saw what 
was happening. I kept thinking about 
that time under the stairway with Mari- 
lyn, and then I could imagine her there 
kissing that Billy Adams’ silly face and 
I would get all hot and kind of jerky in 


the stomach. Pretty soon, Billy and Joe 
got to bragging about how much fun 
Marilyn was and they started hinting at 
a lot of things, and my stomach acted 
worse. 

teally, I must have been one worried 
cat, moping around like I was expecting 
the end of the whole crazy world. That’s 
how I got into trouble with Pop, practi- 
cally walking in my sleep. He had told 
me plain as day one morning to be sure 
and take some money he had left in an 


envelope and go downtown and pay a bill. 
So what did I do? Stick the thing in the 


inside pocket of my jacket and let it col- 
lect moths. 

It was a week later when Pop come in 
breathing fire and brimstone. “All right, 
young man! What did you do with that 
money ?” 

“Money?” I said, looking at him like 
I was born yesterday. 

“Money!” he shot back. “The money I 
gave you to pay the Liberal Loan Com- 
pany with.” 

“Huh?” I said, realizing a second later 
that I was sounding positively brilliant. 

“All right. George.” my old man said, 
his voice getting coldly quiet, “what did 
you do with it?” 

Then came the dawn. The money... 
in the envelope pay the bill. 

Well. I got it out of my jacket pocket, 
and the old man fair flipped. So how was I 
to know it was the money for the payment 
on his old jalopy, and that it was overdue, 
and that the company had sent a couple 
of men to pick up the car where Pop was 
working? The chewing out I got would 
have taken seventeen stitches to close up 
the hole. 

“If you didn’t have your head so full 
of trash you might remember just a few 
of the things I tell you to do,” he yelled. 
“You have it too easy around this house, 
George. just too easy.” 

I was getting pretty warm myself by 
this time. I was sorry I had forgotten 
the bill, but then if he had told me what 
it was all about in the first place, chances 
are I wouldn’t have forgotten it, because 
I would have really understood how im- 
portant it was. That was the trouble with 
my old man; he never really explained 
anything to me. He just hinted and made 
like me 
So what 


what they called “generalities,” 
having “a head full of trash.” 
did he mean by that? Just because I liked 
baseball and football? Boy, I was really 
getting fed up with that old geezer. I 
stomped out of the house with him still 
yelling and threatening to take a stick 
to me. 

I kind of wandered around for a while, 
looking for a chance to blow off steam. 
But I didn’t find one, so after a while I 
went back home and went to bed. I didn’t 
even eat a sandwich or anything before 
I went to sleep. I was so teed off. 

Things weren’t any better the next day. 
I was really spoiling for a fight, wanting 
to let off some of that mad I had built up. 
Then along came Marilyn, looking good 


enough to eat. She looked at me and I 
saw that devilish twinkle come into her 
eyes. She knew I was boiling about some- 
thing. 

“Okay,” she said, laughing, “put up 
your dukes and start swinging.” 

“Does it show that bad?” I asked her. 

“Uh-huh,” she said. 

“Nuts,” I muttered. 

“Tell mama all about it,” Marilyn said, 
slipping her arm through mine and start- 
ing to walk in step with me. I just about 
melted, being all close to her again like 
that. It was the first time she had been 
really nice to me since the day we kissed 
in school. 

“T’m really sorry about the way I acted 
with you, Marilyn.” I soon found myself 
telling her. “I’d like to make it up to you. 
I—I mean Ill help you with your trig any 
time you want—” 

“Will you really?” Marilyn cut in. 

“Sure,” I grinned. and I felt like I was 
laughing in my old man’s face when I 
said it. I knew he would have a hem- 
orrhage if he thought of me being at 
Marilyn’s house alone. Well, I had taken 
enough off of him. I was going whether he 
liked it or not. 

Sure enough, there wasn’t 
home when we got there after school that 
afternoon. Marilyn threw her books on 
the sofa and started showing me around 
the two-story house. It was kind of nice, 
more so than ours. And her old man 
seemed to be doing a lot to it. She showed 
me the bedrooms upstairs and the bath- 
room where her father was starting to put 
tile all on the walls. 

“He put rubber tile on the kitchen floor 
himself.” Marilyn said proudly. “Come 
on, I'll show you.” 

We went back downstairs and she 
showed me the floor in the kitchen. It 
was pretty. Then she took me by the hand. 
“Come on,” she said. “there’s more.” 

Marilyn led me down a flight of steps 
into a basement. There was a lot of stuff 
piled up in it, but Marilyn said her old 
man was going to clean it out and make a 


anybody 


recreation room out of it. 

“Well,” she said finally, “that’s the 
tour.” 

It was quiet there in the basement, 
real quiet. You couldn’t hear anything. 
All of a sudden, I realized Marilyn and I 
were really all alone for the first time. It 
was kind of scary, but I liked it just the 
same. 

Marilyn must have been thinking about 
it too. because she squeezed my hand and 
said, “Oh, George, I’m so glad you came.” 

Then I thought about the time we had 
kissed underneath the stairway at school 
and my heart began to beat a little faster 
and I leaned toward Marilyn a little bit 
just as she brought her lips up to mine. 
Her mouth was soft and ripe, like a fresh 
fig, and I kissed her hard and long—like 
kissing was going out of style. I guess 
once would have been enough, but when I 
started to let her go, Marilyn came tear- 
ing back at me with a soft little moan. 
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Her red tongue darted about as her mouth 
came to mine again and I felt her tee) 
nibble savagely at my lip. All of a sud. 
den, the room was spinning. Marilyn’; 
breathing was heavier and my own breath 
came shorter. Somewhere in the back of 
my mind, the things I heard about fellows 
and girls, the things guys like Billy 
Adams and Joe Marshall bragged about. 
came dancing into view. I opened my 
eyes after a third long, hot kiss and there 
was an old sofa with a broken leg nearby. 
Marilyn and I moved toward it. And then 
everything began to happen in a wild bly; 
that erased time and place from memory, 


DON’T KNOW where Marilyn’s father 

came from. But suddenly his footsteps 
were on the stairway leading to the base. 
ment. At first, he couldn’t see us in the dim 
light. and we were up and arranging our 
clothing before he realized we were there. 
He had come into the basement to store 
some stuff he had just bought to work 
around the house with. 

“What in the devil—” he started. 

Marilyn and I both began trying to ey. 
plain at once, but there wasn’t much use. 
After all, he could tell what was going on, 
if he hadn’t really seen it. I thought for 
a minute he was going to skin me alive, 
but he didn’t really lay a hand on me. 

Of course, he had to call my old man 
and they argued with each other and then 
they argued with Marilyn and me and 
then with each other some more. [| gues: 
the only thing that really saved me was 
that Marilyn’s father wasn’t quite sure 
how far things had gone, and Marilyn 
kept saying that nothing had really hap- 
pened. I saw that her old man wanted to 
believe her. 

We’re all sort of sweating it out now. 
I mean, if anything happens to Marilyn. 
well, I guess I'll just have to marry her. 
Well, gosh, maybe I would marry her 
someday anyway. It’s just that now is a 
little early for a thing like that. We're 
both so young. 

That’s the whole trouble, being young. 
I guess if I hadn’t gotten so bull-headed | 
never would have gone to Marilyn’s house 
in the first place. But then, there were 
things Pop didn’t tell me. He said girls 
were the work of the devil, all right, but 
he didn’t say anything about how boys felt 
inside sometimes. I mean, all the while 
Marilyn and I were in that basement, | 
knew it was wrong. But inside me, | felt 
that I wanted to do what we did. The soft 
way she felt and the kisses and all just 
burned inside me. And in the end, every- 
thing was as much my fault as hers. 

So if Pop had told me about the way | 
would someday feel inside about girls; i! 
he had just explained things a little better 
instead of just saying “Don’t do this.” 
and “Don’t do that,” then maybe I could 
have understood. Maybe I wouldn’t have 
gotten all hot under the collar and started 
something just for spite. 

There really ought to be something to 
warn a guy. 


THE END 
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Burned Woman 


(Continued from Page 35 
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me. Thinking this, I wrote him a letter, 
addressed to his home in Crestmore. In 
a neat hand I wrote, “Please forward,” on 
the end of the envelope. I signed it with 
all my love. 

I haunted the mail box, hoping for an 
answer. None came. I sent another let- 
ter, waited in vain again, and then I knew 
that I was to be left alone to face my 
disgrace and my shame. 

Where could I go, what could I do? 
Alone in my room at night I wept bitter 
tears, and then I reached a decision. I’d 
wait “til Christmas. Perhaps no one would 
suspect. Lee would come home. I’d see 
him, beg him to do right. I was sure, 
so very sure, he would not refuse. 

Greg came and went on the place. I 
thought sometimes he avoided meeting me 
and on those occasions when we did meet 
I was touched by the grave concern in 
his eyes. Greg had an idea I was in trou- 
ble and wanted to help, but there was no 
way he could. I stood alone on a little 
isle of loneliness, waiting for a man to 
come home; hoping and praying that when 
he did return he would take me in his 
arms and kiss away my unhappiness. 


CTOBER’S BRIGHT SKIES faded as 
November’s gray days approached. I 
was feeling ill now. My skin had a faded 
dry look, my eyes were dull. I had lost 
weight, for now I was having difficulty 
in retaining my food and for that reason 
ate sparingly. My eyes were often red 
rimmed from weeping, I had a listless 
drawn look. Dad was watching me now, 
his cold chisel-like eyes cutting right into 
me. “Eat your food.” he commanded one 
morning. “Quit pushing your plate away.” 
“T’m not hungry.” I answered choking- 
ly for the smell of the oatmeal Mom had 
cooked nauseated me. 

“Why?” He was on his feet towering 
over me. I shrank from his eyes, blazing 
with questions, caught sight of Mom’s anx- 
ious face and shook my head. “I—can’t.” 

“You wanton.” He shouted the words 
at me. “You dirty little—” 

Mom screamed and tried to push him 
aside. He gave her a shove which sent 
her reeling. His wrath-distorted face ter- 
rorized me. “Who is he?” he demanded. 

I shook my head. “I can’t tell.” 

A horrible retching seized me, lasted 
a moment and left me weak and exhausted. 
“Who is the man?” Dad demanded, and 
again I shook my head. “No.” 

His hand caught me squarely across the 
mouth. Blood trickled from my lips. I 
wiped it away with fingers that shook. 
Mom screamed and tried to come between 
us but he had me by the shoulders and 
was shaking me furiously. I tried to break 
away from him, tried to tear loose his 
hands that cut into my tender flesh, but 


I was like a rag in his grasp. When he 
released me he flung me from him and | 
staggered forward, striking my side againg 
the sharp corner of the table. Pain shot 
through me. I reeled dizzily, fell to my 
knee and got up. I thought for a momen 
every rib in my body was broken, it hurt 
me to breathe. He was coming toward 
me again, his hand raised. “Get out,” he 
roared. “Get out, you—” 

It was raining, a cold November rain, | 
had listened to it all through the night, 
needle sharp against the panes, driven by 
a gusty wind. Mom again cried out bu 
her thin wavering cry had no effect upon 
him. He threw open the door. “Get out.” 

I stumbled out the door. blind with 
fright and pain. Murder had been in his 
eyes. I staggered down the path toward 
the road, wanting only to get away. The 
tall dead stalks of Mom’s zinnias stood 
naked in the rain, the wind tore through 
the nude branches of the trees. I bent 
my body against it, went through the gate 
and turned into the road. Rain beat in 
my face. Its moisture mingled with the 
blood on my mouth. I had no idea where 
I was going. I only wanted to escape. 

A car drove up beside me, stopped. It 
was Greg. He sprang out and caught 
my arm. “For God’s sake, Lisbeth. what's 
happened?” 

I leaned against him and sobbed in 
hysteria. “Dad—my Dad knows—” 

“Knows what?” 

I crumpled beneath the weight of my 
fright and my shame. I couldn’t answer. 
My sobbing went on. I felt his body 
stiffen against mine as he realized what 
I was trying to say and a sick look came 
into his eyes. “Lisbeth, you poor kid. It’s 
Lee—you and Lee?” 

“He’s gone,” I sobbed. “Gone.” 

“God—” 

He didn’t finish. but his arm tightened 
about me. “Dad put me out,” I whis 
pered. “Cursed me.” 

“Your mother?” 

“Mom couldn’t help me. He wouldn't 
listen. What am I going to do, Greg? 
What can I do?” 

“That fellow knew when he left?” 

“No, I hadn’t told him. I wrote him, 
but he didn’t answer. I’m all alone. Greg. 
All alone.” I covered my face with my 
hands. “If I could die—” 

“Hush,” he said harshly. “Don’t say 
that, Lisbeth. Let’s think—find a way.” 

He paused, his head bent in thought, his 
lip caught between his teeth. We seemed 
unaware of both the rain and the wind. 
Suddenly he straightened. “The preach- 
er.” he said. “I’ll take you there. | can't 
take you home with me, Lisbeth. It 
wouldn’t look right.” 

“Look right?” I echoed harshly. “Who 
will care what looks right about me now?” 
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“Hush.” He lifted me into the car, 
seated himself beside me. “This is Timothy 
Ware’s chance to practice what he preach- 
es,” he said grimly. 

The wind blew the rain angrily across 
the windshield of the little car as the 
road stretched dimly in front of us. I 
shivered with cold and shock and Greg 
reached to the rear seat, found a blanket 
and made me wrap it around me. When we 
reached the minister’s house, he left me in 
the car, went in alone. Ten minutes later 
he came back to me. The minister was 
with him. “Come on, Lisbeth,” he said 
and there was a gentle tone in his voice. 
“You can stay here.” 

The minister put out a hand to help 
me. His eyes were full of pity. I was a 
fallen woman but no stones were thrown 
at me. 

May Ware found dry clothing for me. 
She hurried about as if I were an invited 
guest. Greg saw me made comfortable 
then left, his mouth a grim line. “Stay 
here, Lisbeth,” he ordered. “Something 
will work out.” 

I nodded, tried to thank him. 
to Mom,” I begged. 

He promised and when he back 
that afternoon he brought word from my 
mother. She sent me her love, asked me to 


“Get word 


came 


do what Greg told me to do. She also 
sent a box containing my clothing. I knew 


what it meant. Dad had made her pack 
my things. I was disgraced and deserted 
and homeless. 

The day closed with the rain continuing; 
it now sounded like sharp pellets hitting 
the window panes. May put me to bed 
and insisted on my drinking a cup of hot 
soup. “Winter is here,” said in a 
matter-of-fact tone. “It’s sleeting.” 

I nodded. Talking hurt my _ bruised 
mouth. My body throbbed with pain. I 
shivered as if with chill and May spread 
another blanket over me. She brought a 
glass of water and a capsule. “This will 
relax you, make you sleep. You will wake 
up in the morning feeling much better.” 

I slept but I didn’t wake up feeling 
better. I awoke to increasing pain, every 
fiber of my body twisting in agony. Dr. 
Peyton was called. He was the best phy- 
sician and surgeon in town and operated 


she 


a small private hospital, the only one in 
Crestmore. He gave me a brief examina- 
tion, went into the 
conversed with May. 
moved to the hospital and Mrs. 
who was a registered nurse and who helped 
the doctor in the hospital, was taking my 
temperature. “Having a rough time, aren’t 
you, honey?” asked and I 
“The pain,” I whispered. “It keeps coming 
and coming—” 


adjoining room and 
An hour later I was 
Peyton, 


she nodded. 


LOST my baby the next day, and with 

its loss came a dangerous hemorrhage 
that almost cost me my life. “Gave us a 
big scare,” Dr. Peyton said when I 
better. “You're not an 


You had to have a 


was 


ordinary person. 


transfusion and you 
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have a rare type of blood. I wasn’t stocked 
with it, had to have a supply flown from 
the city.” 

“I’m a lot of trouble,” I said. 

“Not too much,” he answered with a 
chuckle, placing his gentle white hand on 
mine. “Rest and sleep and eat and you 
will soon be back to normal.” 

It was easier for Dr. Peyton to tell me 
to do that than for me to do it. My 
strength seemed to have deserted me. I 
lay for hours on the sun porch, my mind 
as tired as my body. With closed eyelids 
I'd go back over the past, trying to find 
a reason for what had happened to me. 
| had broken a commandment of God and 
I had to suffer, but I had never thought 
of loving Lee as really sinning. And when 
[ first knew I was to have a baby I had 
wanted it; wanted it as any woman desires 
a child by the man she worships. Later, 
I was terrified. but never had I for a sin- 
gle moment wanted to destroy my baby. 
Now that it was gone, a sense of loss 
filled me, a loss so keen it overshadowed 
any relief I might have felt. Mrs. Peyton 
came to find me crying in my pillow. 
“Can’t have you acting this way,” she said 
and sat down beside my bed. “Why the 
tears, Lisbeth?” 

“There is nothing left,” I said. “Noth- 
ing.” 

“Lisbeth, 
believe me.” 

“TI do try.” I told her. I often lay awake 
through the long hours of the night argu- 
ng with myself, fighting a bitterness that 
ill but consumed me, a bitterness cen- 
tered about those two who had so hurt 
me: Lee and my father. At times they 
merged into one. the man who had de- 
ceived me, won my love and deserted me, 
and the father who had driven me out with 

irses. “I'll try.” I whispered again and 
Mrs. Peyton picked up a comb, arranged 
ny hair in waves about my face. “You're 
having a caller,” she said. 

It was Greg. He came to stand at the 
foot of my bed and I thought suddenly 
how tall and strong he was, his dark face 
oncerned, his warm eyes seeking mine. 
he asked and his 


it is better this way. Try to 


“Better, aren’t you?” 
smile was tender. 

“Yes, much better.” I moved my hands 
restlessly. “Greg, Ill soon be up and 
leaving here. I keep wondering where I'll 
co. Will Dad let me come home?” 

“No.” He said it with quiet finality. 
“He won't let you come home, Lisbeth.” 

“Why is he so hard, Greg, like he al- 
ways hated me?” 

Mrs. Peyton had left the room. Greg 
had taken her chair. He said solemnly, 
‘Your Mom is sick, Lisbeth. She had a 
heart attack. Your Dad found her uncon- 

ious on the back porch. She will never 
be strong again.” 


5) 


I turned sick with helplessness. “If I 
uuld go to her.” 
“Your Dad is getting a woman to stay 
with her.” He leaned toward me. “Lisbeth, 
your Mom and I had a long talk before 


"oO 
iO 


she got sick. She told me things about your 
Dad. Things you’ve never known.” 

I didn’t understand. Dad had never done 
much talking about himself to me. Now 
I looked at Greg in perplexity. He said, 
“Your Dad was a happy kid till he was 
twelve, lived with his father and mother 
on a small farm in Vermont. Suddenly 
everything changed. His mother deserted 
him and his dad, ran off with some fellow 
she had met in the city during a visit 
there. Your Dad had loved his mother 
better than anyone else in the world. It 
just about killed him. And he was 
ashamed. His mother was a loose, bad 
woman. His friends knew it. He didn’t 
say much, just locked his unhappiness up 
inside him till it boiled over in hate and 
bitterness. He didn’t trust people. Folk 
talk about kids living in an insecure world. 
I guess that is what happened to your 
Dad. He never heard from his mother, 
but his dad never got a divorce. The old 
man went to drinking and your Dad’s hate 
and bitterness grew. It became an obses- 
sion with him—hating loose women and 
city fellows. And always suspicious of 
folk. This explains why he has been so 
strict and hard with you.” 

“He was always telling me I looked like 
his mother,” I said chokingly. “Especially 
when he was mad at me. Now I under- 
stand.” 

“You have hurt him, Lisbeth. He says 
you have gone the way his mother went. 
He won’t let you come home, but maybe 
you will let me help you, Lisbeth.” 

Gerg’s voice throbbed with seriousness, 
his soft eyes didn’t leave my face. He 
leaned toward me. “Marry me, Lisbeth. 
I’ve always loved you. Let me take you 
to my home. You will be close to your 
mother and I'll take care of you.” 

I stared at him in a dazed way. Greg 
was asking me to be his wife. In spite 
of all that had happened, he loved me. My 
heart was suddenly very sad and very 
humble, but I shook my head. I couldn’t 
let him sacrifice himself. “No, Greg. You 
pity me and want to help me, but it 
wouldn’t be right.” 

“T love you, dear,” he pleaded. 

“You deserve someone who loves in re- 
turn, not a bitter hurt thing like me.” 

“Lisbeth, surely you can’t love him— 
after this.” 

“I don’t know, Greg. When he comes 
home at Christmas time, when I see him 
—that will decide.” 

His face was a mask of pity. “Lisbeth, I 
hate to tell you this, but someone will, and 
maybe it will be easier coming from me. 
When Lee comes home he will fetch his 
wife with him.” 

“His wife?” I stared at him with eyes 
suddenly wild. “No—” 

“Yes. Lee married a girl back east a 
month ago. He’s had her on the string 
for a couple of years. Ina Oliver.” 

Speech left me, my body was drained 
of life. I stared straight ahead of me into 
empty space. “Lisbeth,” Greg begged, 


“Can't I help you, isn’t there something | 
can do?” 

“No, nothing. 
“Leave me, Greg.” 

A bleak helplessness came into his face, 
I closed my eyes and he was leaving. | 
heard the door close after him and ] 
was alone. “Alone,” I whispered. 


” 


I gasped the words, 


FEW DAYS LATER Reverend Ware 

called on me. He came in, his face 
rosy from the winter wind, a polished red 
apple in his hand. “May sent it,” he told 
me. “How are you, Lisbeth?” 

I told him I was fine, that I would soon 
feel as well as I ever had. “I want to go 
away,” I said. “Someplace where I can 
find work. I want to earn money to pay 
the doctor for all he has done for me.” 

“Where will you go, Lisbeth?” 

I didn’t know. “Where people don’t 
know me,” I said. “I made such a terrible 
mistake.” 

“Tsn’t that a part of living, Lisbeth? To 
make mistakes? We all make them, in 
some degree or another, and who among 
us is entitled to determine the guilt of 
another? God does that—God who under. 
stands the moments of weakness we have.” 

My eyes moved away from his. Did he 
understand how deeply I had loved Lee? 
He went on. “We make our mistakes, Lis. 
beth, but we don’t have to live with them. 
We can shut them away, close a door upon 
them, and go on to better things, stronger, 
more understanding. You can’t go down 
so far but that you can’t climb back.” 

“How?” I asked numbly. 

“By teaching the world to love you. 
Cleanse your heart of hate and bitterness, 
Lisbeth. Let courage and determination 
and kindness fill it and what happened 
will be forgotten by those who love you. 
Don’t run, Lisbeth. Win back your self- 
respect right here where you lost it. Be- 
sides you can’t leave your mother. I think 
it will hasten her death if you do. I saw 
your father yesterday. He says you may 
visit your mother, and oh, the fact cheered 
her so.” 

My lips trembled. 
said. “Too kind.” 

His face crinkled. “And I have you a job, 
Lisbeth. I’m the busy little beaver.” 

“A job?” Surprise was in my question. 

“Yes. Right here in the hospital. Mrs. 
Peyton can use you. You can do a lot of 
helpful things, answer the bell when a 
sick person rings, helping in the office. 
You finished high school, and you have 
a practical knowledge of nursing. You 
have a chance to earn a fairly decent sal- 
ary here. May is quite excited about it. 
What say, friend? Up with the chin.” 

It meant living in Crestmore where peo 
ple knew what had happened to me. You 
can’t keep secrets in a small place. I won- 
dered if I could face the situation. Sume- 
thing in Timothy Ware’s eyes told me | 
could. I couldn’t let him down. Besides 
there was Mom. I couldn’t leave her. And! 
didn’t know how I could make my living if 


“You are kind,” I 
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] went away. I didn’t even know where to 
go. 1 blinked back my tears and said, “I'll 
try—I'll do my best. You are kind to help 
me.” 

I was glad to work, glad to keep busy. 
The days passed more quickly and I had 
no time to think. The hospital was a world 
jn itself, its walls closed about me. The 
stillness of the corridors quieted me. I 
became accustomed to the sharp smell of 
antiseptic that hung in the rooms, to sense 
the tension of the surgery, and to share 
the anxiety of those who waited for the 
surgeon’s verdict. It all became a part 
of me and I became in a manner lost in 
it, separated from the world I had known, 
a world to which I returned only on those 
days when I visited Mom. 

There was a sort of mute understanding 
between Mom and me. We didn’t speak of 
my trouble. Neither of us had found hap- 
piness in love. Dad and I seldom met. He 
managed to be busy in the orchard on 
the days I visited Mom. When we did meet 
we barely spoke. I knew that if it weren’t 
for Mom he would not Jet me enter the 
house. 

Fall came again and the cottonwoods 
were golden, the maples tipped with scar- 
le. There was the sweet smell of ripe 
apples on the air. Greg called occasionally 
but I was always busy, stopping but a 
few minutes to talk with him. He never 
spoke of love now, but limited our con- 
yersation to remarks about his farm. He 
had bought a mare. He called her Betty. 
“After you,” he said, his eyes twinkling. 
“There’s nothing that can match her for 
miles. A regular beauty. high-stepping and 
proud.” 

“Proud?” There was a sharp edge to 
my tone. “Don’t compare any proud thing 
to me, Greg. My pride ended long ago.” 

He caught me by the shoulders, shook 
me roughly. “Say a thing like that again 
and I'll hang you up by the ears.” 

“What have I to be proud of?” I de- 
manded with blazing anger. 

“A lot. This is a little town, Lisbeth. 
Folk know what goes on. You are kind 
to the sick folks they bring here to the 
hospital. Never too tired to wait on them. 
You are kind and understanding to the 
relatives of anyone who dies here.” 

“If people learn to love the sinner they 
forget the sin. Are you trying to tell me 
that, Greg?” 

“Maybe. Anyway I hear a lot of good 
things about you.” 

“Tt’s the only way I can go on—working 
till I’m too tired to think.” 

“Keep on.” he said grimly. “Someday 
when you feel like you’ve evened the score, 
you may have time for me.” 

He still loved me. I thought I didn’t 
deserve it. 

I read of the birth of Lee’s baby the 
following day. A little girl called Inalynn. 
I dropped the paper in my lap and my 
tears fell on it. A month later Lee’s father 
died suddenly of a stroke without seeing 
his grandchild. I thought it was God's 
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punishment for the way he treated me, 
Mrs. Peyton came in to remark that Lee 
was coming back to Crestmore to manage 
his father’s business. I said nothing, but 
my hands, busy with their task of pre. 
paring formula for a new baby, paused, 
Lee would be back in Crestmore. I'd have 
to meet him, see him with his wife and 
child. I wondered if I could take it, 


SAW HIM a month after he came with 

his family to share the home in which 
his widowed mother lived. I was seated 
in Dr. Peyton’s car, parked in a side street 
when he and his wife passed near me, 
Neither discovered me as I sat tense, see. 
ing the sun dance upon the man I had 
so loved, watching the woman who walked 
beside him, a tall dark girl with a vivacious 
smile and a sort of proud swinging grace. 

I didn’t see Lee again for several weeks. 
I stayed close to the hospital and Mrs, 
Peyton. understanding, sent me on no er. 
rands that took me near the drug store. | 
had become calloused to the fact that the 
man who had betrayed me was near until 
the Saturday afternoon when I looked up 
and he was standing beside the desk be- 
hind which I sat. 

I was alone in the office. There were no 
critical cases in the hospital. Dr. Peyton 
and his wife had driven into the country 
leaving me in charge of the office and the 
night nurse close in case of an emergency. 
I gave a short gasp and my heart pound- 
ed against my ribs. Lee said, “Lisbeth.” 

I was sick inside with hate and hurt 
and remembered love. “What are you do- 
ing here?” I demanded hotly. 

He flushed and glanced about as if fear- 
ing we had an audience. “I knew you were 
alone, Lisbeth. I’ve been wanting to see 
you ever since I came back.” 

“You have nothing to see me about.” 

He wet his lips, hesitated, then went 
on. “I want to thank you. You've been 
pretty decent about what happened. That 
is, in not trying to cause trouble between 
Ina and me.” 

I wanted to hurl something at him. He 
dared come here prattling about my be- 
ing decent in not contacting his wife. My 
breath came in gasps. He went on, “I 
didn’t know you—you were in trouble 
when I left.” 

“You knew it afterward. 

“IT was married before I knew. 
letters didn’t reach me.” 

“If you had known, would it have made 
any difference?” 

I loathed myself for the question, yet 
I had to know. Some inner trace of love 
was left I suppose, a hope that he had 
not completely failed me. He hesitated, 
and finally answered, “I was never seri- 
ous about us, Lisbeth. I love Ina and my 
baby, but had I known I would have tried 
to help you find a way—” 

My hate was complete now. “Get out,” 
I said. “I despise you.” 

I whirled and walked through a door 
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nto an inner room and left him standing 
here. I heard him go out, heard his car 
tart and then I began to sob, leaning 
eainst a cabinet, my head buried in my 


ipflung arms. 


‘PRING and summer and autumn again. 

Trees budding, summer flowers spilling 
ragrance on the hot air, autumn splashing 
1e woods with color, and still I was walled 


with my hate and bitterness. It was 


when I was with Greg that I could 

a way forget them. This puzzled me. 
Was I learning to love Greg? I had begun 
watch for his visits, to expect them, 
xperiencing a warmth and a security in 
is presence. Finally there came a night 


hen he came to take me driving. The 
)le crop was heavy that year. He wanted 
to see the trees loaded with fruit. We 
lrove out to his farm and inspected the 
hard. then back, striking the dirt road 
hat skirted my Dad’s orchard. “I want 
1 to see your Dad’s trees, too,” Greg said. 
He had pulled the car off the road into 
he plum thicket where Lee and I had met. 
said nothing but my body stiffened. Some- 
ing moved under the trees. It was my dog 
ippie. He came bounding to us and Greg 
vened the car door, let him in. “What 
rought you here, boy?” 
\n answer was dragged from me. “He 
ed to come here with me.” 
Greg glanced up sharply. “You met Lee 
ere?” 
Yes. I hate the place. Let’s drive on.” 
No, by God, we'll stay here. I want 
tell you a few things. You’ve had time 
ugh to get over what happened. You 
t make a martyr of yourself because 
one mistake. Others have made them, 
id not spent the rest of their lives drown- 


I 
th 


in self-pity.” 
I quivered with hurt. I hadn’t expected 
I said, “Lee came to the hospital— 
red come. He thanked me for not whin- 
eyes left me His mouth 


“eC 979 
30f 


Greg's now. 
tight. 

‘T told him to get out. He knows now 

I hate him.” 

Hate isn’t good to live with, Lisbeth,” 
reg said slowly. “You can look at your 
id and realize that.” Then he started 

motor abruptly and drove off. 

By the time we reached home, I was in 
sobbing softly, uncontrollably. Greg 
ched out. drew me to him and his lips 
ere against my mouth. I closed my eyes, 
mouth quivering against his. I made 
effort to repulse him. His arms were 

m to my wounded heart. He said, “Dar- 
wake up. Don’t get old without love 
iuse one man failed you. I love you. 


been waiting a long time.” 

lay in the darkness of my room that 
ht. bewildered, confused. unable to 
eep. Greg had said I had played the 
irtyr too long, that I was drowning my- 
lf in self-pity. I thought bitterly that 
wasn't self-pity that was consuming me, 
was hate, bitter, acid, just like that my 


Dad had fostered so long. I was like him 
and my life would be warped and embit- 
tered by the violence kept bottled inside 
me. And. like my father, I would ruin 
the lives of those who loved me. “Be- 
cause,” I whispered, “my hate is bigger 
than my love and there is nothing I can 
do about it.” I didn’t want Greg to love 
me. I didn’t want his life ruined as Mom’s 
had been. 

A week passed and I didn’t see Greg. I 
missed him but I knew he had to learn 
to love another. I’d tell him our friendship 
had to end. 

The skies were gray now, snow covered 
the ground. I had a day off and braved 
a threatening blizzard to see Mom, catch- 
ing the bus that led by the farm. I found 
Mom on her couch watching from the win- 
dow. I‘saw her eyes light with pleasure 
at my gifts, and she had asked me to have 
a second cup of tea when we noticed how 
the atmosphere had thickened. “A_bliz- 
zard, Lisbeth,” she said. “You will have 
to leave if you are to get back to town.” 

I agreed and was tying my ’kerchief 
about my head when I heard Greg’s step 
on the porch. He came in and his grin 
sent the hot blood to my cheeks. “You gals 
know a storm is coming?” 

“I’m catching the next bus, Greg.” 

He helped me with my coat. “I’m driv- 
ing in. Ill take you to dinner and a show. 
Your night off, isn’t it?” 

“You may have a_ bad 
home.” 

“Tl stay the night in town. Let’s go.” 

Snow scurried across the road in front 
of us, driven by a sharp wind. I thought 
of another time Greg and I had driven 
down this road. Rain had been falling 
then and my mouth was with 
blood. I wondered if he recalled that day 
too, but didn’t ask. He seemed in a jovial 
Not once did he mention his love 


time getting 


covered 


mood. 
for me. 

We had dinner and went to a show and 
it was while we were sitting in the theater 
that an usher came to speak to me. “Miss 
Welch, you are wanted at the hospital. 
Dr. Peyton said not to take time to call 
him back. It is urgent.” 

My heart flew to my throat. “It’s Mom, 
Greg,” I said. 

But it wasn’t Mom. Lee Wilson’s car 
was parked in front of the hospital. 

Mrs. Peyton was waiting in the office. I 
heard Dr. Peyton’s voice. and from the 
small lounge that opened off the main 
corridor came the sound of a woman sob- 
bing. “Dr. Peyton wants me?” I asked. 

Mrs. Peyton’s face was tense. “Lee Wil- 
son’s little girl met with an accident. She 
fell on a sharp knife. The wound is deep, 
serious. She bled profusely. A transfusion 
is necessary if her life is to be saved.” 

“What has this to do with me?” I didn’t 
recognize my own voice. 

“Her blood type is the same as yours— 
rare, and we have none in stock, Lisbeth.” 

“Are you asking me to donate my blood 
to save Lee’s child?” My tone was as hard 


as the winter’s blast outside the door, 

“Lisbeth, the planes are grounded—we 
can’t get blood from any place, besides 
we are working against time. The child is 
very weak.” F 

“Lee Wilson wouldn’t dare ask this of 
me.” 

A hand fell on my arm. I looked up/ 
and it was Greg. “No,” I flung at him, 7 

A strangled cry echoed in the corridor, 
Ina Wilson was coming toward me, hands © 
outstretched in supplication, white face © 
stark with anguish and pleading. Lee, 
moving behind her, made no effort to stop 
her. His face was bleached. 

“Please,” Ina’s voice sobbed. 
all I have.” 

“You have your husband to comfort 
you.” My voice was like ice. 

Ina spoke again and to me alone. “Had 
I known Lee had betrayed you, I would not 
have married him. I, too, have suffered 
because of it. What he did will stand _ 
between us all the days of our lives, but 
my child had no part in it.” 

Lee’s eyes were bleak. He loved her 7 
and though she might continue to be his 
wife till the day of her death, their happi- 
ness was blighted. Every word she uttered 
was chiseled forever upon our memories, 
never to be erased. I glanced about and 
Greg’s eyes were fixed on me and there 
was something in their deep penetration, a 
waiting quality, that held me. Faith and 
love were there, and a courage that bade | 
me rise above a wrong to help save the 
life of a little child. A sob rose to choke 
me and something inside me died, the hate — 
drained out of me. Greg’s lips smiled, his 
hand upon my arm was steady. “All right, 7 
darling.” 

My blood saved the life of little Inalynn 
Wilson. I gave the maximum amount a — 
person can give with safety. Somewhat” 
weak and a trifle dizzy, I was ordered to 
bed by Dr. Peyton. Mrs. Peyton tucked 
a blanket about me. “The whole town of” 
Crestmore will love you, Lisbeth,” she said 7 
softly. 

Someone stood behind her. My eyes lift- 
ed. fell upon Ina. Tears streamed down 
her face. “Thank you,” she whispered. § 
“Ill never forget that you saved my baby.” ” 

I went to sleep then and when I awoke 
Greg was with me. The blizzard had ended 
and a pale sun crept through my window. 
Greg’s face glowed as I spoke his name. 
“Tt’s tomorrow,” I said. 

“Tomorrow,” he repeated. “Yes. Lis — 
beth, yesterday is gone. It is tomorrow— 7 
our tomorrow.” : 

He was bending over me. I lifted my 
arms, wound them about his neck. “I’m 
all right now, Greg, and wanting some 
thing terribly.” 

“What is it, darling?” 

I smiled up into his dear serious face ~ 
and answered, “I want you to tell me that 


“She is 


you love me.” 
His lips were against mine, hungry lips 
that found their answer. 


THE END 
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